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THE SPANISH TRAGEDY 

SECOND PART OF JERONISIO. 

VOL. V. A 



PREFACE. 

Cotton alludes to this play even as late as in the pro- 
loue to his "Scoffer Scoff'd 
" Old tales and songs and an old jest, 
Our stomachs easily digest, 
And of all plays llieroymo's the bcst," 
which shows that then it was remembered. 

Tragedy. Henslowe confounds "Jeronimo" and the 
" Spanish Tragedy," and it does not appear that any addi- 
tions were made to the former. 
In the last edition of Dodsley, a curious ballad on the 
subject was given as an illustration. It is entitled "The 
Spanish Tragedy, containing the Lamentable Murder of 
Horatio and Bellimperia: With the pitiful Death of Old 
Hieronimo. To the tune of Queen Dido. Printed at Loudon 
for H. Gosson," with a woodcut. 
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KING. 

But what portends  thy cheerful countenance, 
And posting to our presence thus in haste ? 
Speak, man, hath fortune given us victory ? 

GENERAL. 

Victory, my liege, and that with little loss. 

KING. 

Our Portingals will pay us tribute then 

GENERAL. 

Tribute and wonted homage therewithal. 

KING. 

Then bless'd be heav'n, and guider of the heavens, 
From whose fair influence such justice flows. 

CASTILE. 

0 multum dilecte 1)eo, tibi militat cether, 
't conjuratce curvato potolite 9entes 
,Succumbunt : recti soror est victoria juris. 

KING. 

Thanks to my loving brother of Castile,-- 
:But, General, unfold in brief discourse 
Your form of battle and your war's success : 
That, adding all the pleasure of thy news 

 Pretend.s, 1618, '23, 33. [And perhaps rightly, as 
tend was frequently used in the sense of intend, purpose.] 
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The armg eders.  ALTHAZAR, betweeu LOIENZ 
azd HORATIO, ca9ive. 

]ING. 
enter and pass 
Was that the warlike prince of Portingal, 
That by our nephew was in triumlh led  

GENERAL. 
It was, my liege, the prince of Portingal. 

].ING. 
But what was he, that on the other side 
Held him by th' arm, as partner of the prize 

ttlERONIMO. 

That was nay son, my gracious sovereign ; 
Of whom, though frown his tender infancy 
My bving thoughts did never hope but well, 
He never pleas'd his father's eyes till now, 
Nor fill'd my heart with over-cloying joys. 

KING. 

 o, let them nmrch once nmre about these walls, 
That, staying them, we may confer and talk 
With our brave prisoner and his double urd. 
Hieroninm, it greatly ldeaseth us 
That in our victory thou have a share, 
]-y virtue of thy worthy son's exploit. 
[Enter again. 

1618, '23, '33. 
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KL'o. 
But tell me (for their holding makes me doubt) 
To which of these twain art thou prisoner  
LORENZO. 

To me, my liege.  
HORATIO. 

To me, my sovereima. 
LORENZO. 
This hand first took his .o courser by the reins. 
HORATIO. 
But first my lance did put him from his horse. 
LOIENZO. 
I seiz'd his weapon, and enjoy'd it first. 
HORATIO. 
But first I forc'd him lay lds weapons down. 
Let go his arm, upon our privilege-- 
[They le Idm .qo. 
Say, s worthy prince, to whether didst thou yield 

Lord,, 1618, '23, '33. 
o ditto. 

The, ditto. 
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To him in courtesy, to this perforce ; 
He spake me fair, this other gave me strokes ; 
He promis'd life, this other threaten'd death ; 
He won my love, this other conquer'd me ; 
And truth to say, I yield myself to both. 

IIERONIMO. 

But that I know your grace for just and wise, 
And might seem partial in this difference, 
Enforc'd by nature and by law of arms, 
My tongue should plead for young Horatio's right. 
He hunted well, that was a lion's death ; 
Not he that in s garment wore his skin : 
So hares my pull dead lions by the beard.  

KING. 

Content thee, marshal, thou shalt have no wrong ; 
And, for thy sake, thy son shall want no right. 
Will both abide the censure of my doom  

LORENZO. 
crave no betger than your grace awards. 

I-IORATIO. 
'or I, although I sit beside my right. 

KING. 
Then, by my judgment, thus your strife shall end : 

 So in Shakespeare's "King John," iii. 1-- 
o. You are the hare, of whom the proverb goes. 
Whose valour llucks desd |ions by the heard." : 



2O 

THE SPANISH TRAGEDY. 

You both deserve, and both shall have reward : 
IN'el,hew, thou took'st his weapons and his horse : 
His weapons and his horse are thy reward. 
Horatio, thou didst force ltim first to yield : 
His ransom therefore is thy valour's fee : 
Appoint the sum, as you shall both agree. 
But, nel,hew, thou shalt have the prince in guard 
For thine estate lst fitteth such a gaest. 
Horatio's house were small for all his train ; 
Yet in regard thy substance passeth his, 
And that just guerdon x may befall desert, 
To him we yiehl the armour of the prince. 
How likes Don Balthazar of this device ? 

ALTHAZAI',. 

Ifight well, my liege, if this proviso were, 
That Don Horatio hear us coral,any, 
Whom I admire and love for chivalry. 

KING. 

/{orati% leave him not, that loves thee so.- 
Now let us hence to see our soldiers paid, 
And feast our prisoner as our friendly guest. 
[Exeun. 

Enter 'ICEROY, 2 ALEXANDRO ttnd 'ILLUPPO. 

VICEROY. 

our ambassador desl,atch'd f.r Spain 

 [Reward. It seemed idle to reprint the long note in 
the last edition of Dodsley, illustrating the meaning of a 
vard vith which every schoolboy is acquainted.] 
-" Called King of Portugal or Portingal in the "' First 
Part of Jeroaimo." l'he scene here changes to Portugal.-- 
Collier. 
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VICEROY. 
Then they have slain him for his father's fault. 
ALEXA.NDRO. 
That were a breach to common law of arms. 
VICEROY. 
They reck no laws, that meditate revenge. 
ALEXANDR0. 
His ransom's worth will stay from foul revenge. 
VICEROY. 
No ; if he liv'd, the news would soon be here. 
ALEXANDRO. 
X'ay, evil news fly 1 faster still than good. 
VICEROY. 
Tell me no more of news ; for he is dead. 
VILLUPP0. 
Iy sovereign, pardon the author of ill-news, 
And I'll bewray the fortune of thy son. 
VICEROY. 
Speak on, I'll guerdon thee, whate'er it be : 
1ine ear is remly to receive ill-news ; 

1. Willfly, 1618, '23r '33. 
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My heart grown hard 'gainst mischief's battery. 
Stand up, I say, and tell thy tale at large. 

TILLUPPO. 
Then hear that x truth, which these mine eyes have 
seen : 
When both the armies were in battle join'd, 
Don Balthazar, amidst the thickest troops, 
To win renown did wondrous feats of arms : 
Amongst the rest I saw him, hand to hand, 
In single fight with their lord-general ; 
Till Alexandro, that here counterfeits 
Under the colour of a duteous friend, 
Discharg'd his pistol at the prince's back, 
As though he would have slain their general : 
But therewithal Don talthazar fell down ; 
And when he fell, then we began to fly : 
But, had he liv'd, the day had sure been ours. 

ALEXANDRO. 
wicked forgery ! ) trait'rous miscreant 

'ICEROY. 
Hold thou thy peace ! but now, Villuppo, say, 
Vhere then became the carcase of my son  

TILLUPPO. 
I saw them drag it to the Spanish tents. 

VICEROY. 
Ay, ay ; my nightly dreams have told me thi 

I Tha, 161, '3, '33. 
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Himself now pleads for favour at my hands, 
He shall, in rigour of my just disdain, 
Reap long repentance for  his murd'rous deed ; 
For what was't else but murd'rous cowardice, 
,So many to oppress one valiant knight, 
Without respect of honour in the fight 
And here he comes, that murder'd my delight. 
Etter LORENZO and ]ALTHAZAR. 
LORENZO. 
,Sister, what means this melancholy walk 
]ELL'-IMPERIA. 
That for a while I wish no company. 
LORENZO. 
But here the prince is come to visit you. 
]ELL'-IMPERIA. 
That argues, that he lives in - hberty. 
]ALTHAZAR. 
:No, madam, but in pleasing servitude. 
]ELL'-IMPERIA. 
Your prison then, belike, is your conceit. 
]ALTHAZAR. 
Ay, by concei my freedom is inthrall'd. 

x Of,.1618, '23, 3. t At, itto. 
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BELL'-IMPERIA. 
Then with conceit enlarge yourself again. 
BTZAR. 
What, if conceit have laid my heart to gage  
BELL'-IMPERIA. 
Pay that you borrow'd, and recover it. 
BALTHAZAR. 
I die, if it return from whence it les. 
]ELL'-IMPERIA. 
A heartless man, and lives ? 1 A miracle ! 
]ALTHAZAR. 
Ay, lady, love can work such miracles. 
LOP, ENZO. 
Tush, tush ! my lord, let go these ambages, 2 
And in plain terms acquaint her 4th your love. 
[Aside. 
BELL'-IMPERIA. 
Vhat hoots complaint, when there's no remedy ? 

[Live, Allde's edition.] 
o in "Wily Beguil'd," 1606-- 
" By esus, I cannot play the dissembler, 
And wooe my love with courtly ambage. " 
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LORENZO. 
Yet speak the truth, and I will guerdon thee, 
And shield thee from whate'er can ensue ; 
And will conceal whate'er proceeds from thee : 
But if thou dally once again, thou dy'st. 
13EDRINGANO. 
If madam Bell'-Imperia be in love 
LORENZO. 
What, villain ? ifs and ands ? [Tltreatens him. 
13EDRINGANO. 
 , stay, my lord ; she loves Horatio. 
[BA.LTHAZAR starts ba,q'. 
LORENZO. 
What, Don Horatio, our knight marshal's son ! 
PEDRINGANO. 
Even him, my lord. 
LORENZO. 
Now say but how know'st thou he  is in love, 
And thou shalt find me kind and liberal : 
tand up, I say, and fearless tell the truth. 
IEDRINGANO. 
She sent him letters, which myself perus'd, 

]tow knowe,t ltou tltat e, lxlS, '28, '88. 
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LORENZO. 
Then shalt thou find that I am liberal : 
Thou know'st that I can more advance thy 
state 
Than she ; be therefore wise, and fail me not : 
Go and attend her, as thy custom is, 
Lest absence make her think thou dost anfiss. 
[Exit PrD. 
Why so : tam armi, quam ingeio : 
Where words prevail not, -iolenee prevails ; 
But gold doth more than either of them both. 
How likes Prince Balthazar this i stratagem  

BALTHAZAR. 

Both well and ill ; it makes me glad and sad : 
Glad, that I know the hinderer of my love ; 
Sad, that I fear she hates me whom I love ; 
Glad, that I know on whom to be reveng'd ; 
Sad, that she'll fly me, if I take revenge ; 
Yet must I take revenge, or die myselt; 
For love resisted grows impatient. 
I think Horatio be my destin'd plagae : 
First, in his hand he orandished a sword, 
And with that sword he fiercely waged war, 
And in that war he-gave me dang'rous wounds, 
And by those wounds he forced me to yield, 
And by my yielding I became his slave : 
Now in his mouth he carries pleasing words, 
$,ich pleasing words do harbour sweet conceits ; 
"Vhich sweet conceits are lim'd with sly deceits,  
Which sly deceits  smooth Bell'-Imperia's ears ; 
And through her ears dive down into her heart, 

1618, '23, '33.  This line omitted, ditto 
a ?y:eet, ditto. 
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}n pleasures past and dangers to ensue. 

BELL'-IIPERIA. 

What dangers and what pleasures dost thou meau ? 

HORATIO. 
Dangers of war and pleasures of our love. 

LORENZO. 

l )angers of death, but pleasures none at all. 
[.4sble. 

]ELL'-IMPERIA. 

Let dangers go, thy war shall be with me : 
But such a warring, as breaks no bond of peace. 
Speak thou fair words, I'll cross them with fair 
words ; 
Send thou sweet looks, I'll meet them with sweet 
looks : 
Write loving lines, I'll answer loving hnes ; 
five me a kiss, I'll countercheck thy kiss : 
Be this our warring peace or peaceful war. 

HORATIO. 

But, gracious madam, then appoint the fiel01 
Where trial of this war shall first be made. 

Ambitious villain, how his boldness grows ! [Aside. 
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AMBASSADOR. 
Vill't please your grace command I me aught 
beside  

KING. 

! 'ommend me to the king ; and so farewell. 
But where's Prince Balthazar to take his leave'l 

A/IBASSADOR. 

That is perform'd already, my good lord. 

KING. 

Amongst the rest of what you have in charge, 
The prince's ransom must not he forgot : 
That's none of mine, but his that took" him 
prisoner ; 
And well his forwardness deserves reward : 
It was Horatio, our knight marshal's son. 

ASIBASS.kI) OR. 

]:etween us there's a price already pitch'd, 
And shall be sent with all convenient sl)eed. 

Then once again farewell, my lord. 

AMIASSADOR. 

Farewell, my lord of Castile, and the rest. [Exit. 

1 To command, 1618. 
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t)EDRINGANO. 

Instead of watching, I'll deserve more gold, 
By fetching Don Lorenzo to this match. (As/de.) 
[Exit PEP. 
HORATIO. 

What means my love 

]ELL'-IMPERIA 
I know not what myself : 
And yet my heart foretells me some mischance. 

HORATIO. 

Sweet, say not so ; fair fortune is our friend, 
And heav'ns have  shut up day to pleasure us. 
The stars, thou seest, hold back their twinkling 
shine, 
And Luna lides herself to pleasure us. 

BELL'-IMFERIA. 

Thou h,t prevaird ; I'll conquer my misdoubt, 
And in thy love and counsel drown my fear. 
I fear no more : love n,)w is all my thoughts. 
Why sit we not  for pleasure asketh ease. 

HORATIO. 
The more thou sitt'st within these leafy bow'rs, 
The more will Flora deck it with her flow'rs. 

BELL'-IMPERIA. 
Ay, but if Flora spy Horatio here, 
Her jealous eye will think I sit too near. 

a Hearen hath, 1618, 
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HIERONIMO. 

I wonder, how this fellow got his clothes : 
Sirrah, sirrah, I'll know the truth of all : 
Jaques, run to the Duke of Castile's presently, 
And bid my son Horatio to come home, 
I and his mother have had strange dreams 
night : 
Do you hear me, sir  

too 

Ay, sir. 

Well, sir, be gone. 

JAQUES. 

HIERONEKO. 
Pedro, come hither ; 

Know'st thou who this is  

Too well, sir. 

Too well ! Who, 

EDRO. 

HIERONIMO. 
who is it  Peace, Isabella. 

Nay, blush not, man. 

PEDRO. 
It is my lord Horatio. 

HIERONIMO. 
Ha, ha, St James ; but this doth make me laugh, 
That there are more deluded than myself. 

EDRO. 

Deluded 
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]-I I ERONIMO. 

Ay, I would have sworn myself, within this hour, 
That this had been my son Horatio, 
His garments are so like : ha ! are they not great 
persuasions ? 

ISABELLA. 
O, would to God it were not so 

][IERONIMO. 

Were not, Isabella ? dost thou dream it is ? 
Can thy soft bosom entertain a thought, 
That such a black deed of mischief should be done 
On one so pure and spotless as our son  
Away, I am asham'd. 

IABELL 

Dear Hieronimo, 
I'ast a more serious eye upon thy grief, 
Weak apprehension gives but weak belief. 

]-] IERONIMO. 

It was a man, sure, that was hang'd up here, 
A youth, as I remember : I cut him down. 
If it should prove my son now after all, 
Say you, say you ! light, lend me a taper ; 
Let me look again. 
O God! confusion, mischief, torment, death and 
hell, 
Drop all your stings at once in my cold bosom, 
That now is stiff with horror; kill me quickly : 
Be gracious to me, thou infective night, 
And drop this deed of murder down on me ; 
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For not for Alexandro's injuries, 
But for reward and hope to be preferr'd, 
Thus have I s,hamelessly hazarded his life. 

VICEROY. 

Which, villain, shall be ransom'd with thy death ; 
And not so mean a torment as we here 
Devis'd for him who, thou said'st, slew our son : 
But with the bitter'st torments and extremes, 
That may be yet invented for thine end. 
[ALEX. seems to entreat. 
Entreat me not ; go take the traitor hence : 
[Exit VILLUPPO. 
And, Alexandro, let us honour thee 
With public notice of thy loyalty. 
To end those things articulated here 
By our great lord, the mighty King of Spain, 
We with our council will dehberate : 
Come, Alexandro, keep us company. [Ezeunt. 

Enter HIERONLX[O. 

HIERONIMO. 

0 eyes ! no eyes, but fountains fraught with tears : 
0 life ! no life, but lively form of death : 
O world ! no world, but mass of public wrongs, 
Confus'd and fill'd with murder and misdeeds : 
0 sacred heav'ns ! if this unhallow'd deed, 
If this inhumane and barbarous attempt ; 
If this incomparable murder thus 
Of mine, but now no more my son, 
Shall unreveal'd and unrevenged pass, 
How should we term your dealings to be just, 
If you unjustly deal with those that in your justice 
trust ? 
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HIERONIMO. 
0 no, my lord ; I dare not, it must not be : 
I humbly thank your lordship. 
LORENZO. 
Why then, farewell. 
HIERONIMO. 
My grief no heart, my thoughts no tongue, can tell. 
LORENZO. 
Come hither, Pedringano ; see'st thou this ? 
PEDRINGANO. 
My lord, I see it, and suspect it too. 

HIEROBIMO. 
Who t you, my lord ? 
1 reserve your favour f a ter honr : 
Thi  a vy $, my Ld, a toy. 
All'a  Hiimo, it me ith it. 
] ' been too la, too tardy, too r uo yr onr. 
H now, Hionlmo f 
HIOBIMO. 
In oth, V ld, it ia a thi of nothine ; 
The murd of a ,  s 
A thi ofthi, my ld 
LORgNZO. 
Wh then, rewe 
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PEDRINGANO. 
It shall be done, my lord, it shall be done ; 
And I'll go arm myself to meet him there. 

LORENZO. 

When things shall alter, as I hope they will, 
Then shalt thou mount for this; thou know'st my 
mind. 
C]e le Jeron !  [Ex PEDRIXGANO. 

Enter PAGE. 

PAGE. 
Iy lord ? 
LORENZO. 
Go, sirrah, to Serberine, and bid him forthwith 
Ieet the prince and me at St Liugis' Park, 
Behind the house : this evening, boy. 

PAGE. 
I go, my lord. 
LORENZO. 
But, sirrah, let the hour be eight o'clock : 
Bid him not fail. 

PAGE. 

I fly, my lord. [Exit. 

1 [,[eron is probably short for d'ero'alrao, and the words in 
the text were perhaps intended to represent something 
lrivately understood between the speakera.] 
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LORENZO. 

Now to confirm the complot thou hst cast 
Of all these practices, I'll spread the watch, 
Upon precise commandment from the king, 
Strongly to guard the place, where Pedringano 
This night shall murder hapless Serberine. 
Thus must we work, that will avoid distrust : 
Thus must we practise to prevent mishap: 
And thus one ill another must expulse. 
This sly inquiry of Hieronimo 
For Belr-lmperia breeds suspicion, 
And this suspicion bodes a further ill. 
As for myself, I know my secret fault, 
And so do they ; but I have dealt for them. 
They that for coin their souls endangered, 
To save my life, for coin shall venture theirs : 
And better 'tis that be companions die, 
Than by their life to hazard our good haps ; 
Nor shall they live, for me to fear their faith : 
I'll trust myself, myself shall be my friend ; 
For die they shall, slaves are ordain'd to  no other 
end. [Exit. 

Enter PEDRINGANO, wit a pistol 

PEDRrNGANO. 

Now, Pedringano, bid thy pistol hold ; 
A_ad hold on, fortune, once more favour me, 
Give but success to mine attempting spirit, 
And let me shift for taking of mine aim.I 
Here is the gold, this is the gold propos'd, 
It is no dream that I adventure for, 
But Pedringano is possess'd thereof; 

For, 1618, '23, '33. 
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El, ter SERBERINE. 

SERBERINE. 

Here, Serberine, attend and stay thy pace ; 
For here did Don Lorenzo's page appoint, 
That thou by his command shouldst meet with him : 
How fit a 1,1ace, ff one were so dispos'd, 
]Iethin -ks this corner is to close with one. 

IEDRINGANO. 

Here comes the bird that I must seize upon : 
Now, Pedringano, or never, play the man. 

SERBERINE. 

I wonder that his lordship stays so long, 
()r wherefore should he send for me so late 

)EDRINGANO. 

For tiffs, Serberine, and thou shalt ha't. 
[Slwots the dag. 1 
So, there he lies; my promise is perform'd. 

1 The ancient name for a pistol. So in " Arden of 
Feversham," 1592-- 
,, Or dare abide the noise the dagge wiIl make." 
Again, ibid.-- 
"I'll leave you at your dag's discharge." 
And- 
" My dagge was levell'd at his hart." 
So also in "Jack Drum's Entertainment,"1601, 
', Whilst he would how me how to hold the dagge.'" 
Again, Ascham (Works, by Bennet, p. 21) : " Ridying on 
his journey, he was once shot w/th a dagge secretly." 
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PAGE. 
Pedringano. 
]ALTHAZAP 
Is I Serberine slain, that lov'd his lord so well 
Injurious villain, murderer of his friend ! 

LORENZO. 

ltath Pedringano murder'd Serberine ? 
My lord, let me entreat you to take the pains 
To exasperate and hasten his revenge 
With your complaints unto my lord the king : 
This their dissension breeds a greater doubt. 

]ALTHAZA R. 

Assure thee, Don Lorenzo, he shall die, 
[ )r else his highness hardly shall deny. 
Meanwhile I'll haste tlm marshal-sessions : 
For die he shall for this his damned deed. 
[Exit BALTILtZAR. 

LORENZO. 

Why so, this fits our fi,rmer policy, 
And thus experience 1,ids the wise to deal. 
I lay the 1,1,,t : lie prosecutes the i, oint; 
I set the trap: lie breaks the worthless twigs, 
And sees not that whereitll the bird was lim'd. 

 I, 2erberine, 1618, '23, '33. 
 Snared or entangled, as a bird with bird-lime. 80 in 
'" Much Ado about Nothing," iii. 1 
"She's limed, I warrant you, we have caught her, madam." 
And in ': Arden of Feversham-- 
Once more 
Lime well your twigs to catch this wary bird." 
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here's thy warrant ? Is't not a scurvy jest, that a 
man should jest himself to death Alas! poor 
Pedringano, 1 am in a sort sorry for thee ; but if 
I should be hang'd with thee, I cannot 1 weep. 

Eter IIIERONIMO and t]ee DEPUTY. 

HIERONIMO. 
Thus must we toil in other men's extremes, 
That llow not how to remedy our own ; 
And do them justice, when unjustly'we, 
For all our wrongs, can compass no redress. 
But shall I never live to see the day, 
That I may come, by justice of the heav'ns, 
To know the cause that may my cares all,y 
This toils my body, this consumeth age, 
That only I to all men just must be, 
.nd neither gods nor men be just to me. 

DEPUTY. 

Worthy Hieronimo, your office asks 
A care to punish such as do transgress. 

HIERONIMO. 

So is't my duty to regard his death 
Who, when he liv'd, deserv'd my dearest blood. 
But come, for that we came for : let's begin, 
For here lies that, which bids me to be gone. 

Enter OFFICERS, OY, and PEDRINGANO, w[t]t a 
letter in Iris ]eand, bound. 
DEPUTY. 
Bring forth the prisoner, for the court is set. 

Could not, 1618, '23, '33. 
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PEDRINGANO. 
Gramercy, boy, but it was time to come ; 
For I had written to my lord anew 
A nearer matter that concerneth him, 
For fear his lordship had forgotten me : 
But sith he hath remember'd me so well-- 
Come, come, come on, when shall we to this gear 

HIERONDIO. 

Stand forth, thou monster, murderer of men, 
And here, for satisfaction of the world, 
Confess thy folly, and repent thy fault ; 
For there's thy 1 place of execution. 

PEDRINGANO. 

This is short work : well, to your marshalshi l, 
First I confess, nor fear I death therefore, 
I am the man, 'twas I slew Serberine. 
But, sir, then you think this shall he the place, 
Where we shall satisfy you for this gear l 

Ay, Pedringano. 

DEPUTY. 

PEDRINGANO. 
Now  I think not so ! 

HIERONIMO. 

Peace, impudent ; for thou shalt find it so : 
For blood with blood shall (while I sit as judge) 
Be satisfied, and the law discharg'd. 

1618, '23, '33. 

 o, ditto. 
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PEDRINGANO. 
Sirrah, 
Dost see yonder boy with the box in his hand 

What, he that points to it with his finger 

PEDRINGANO. 
Ay, that companion. 

HANGMAN. 
know him not ; but what of him 

PEDRINGANO. 
Dost thou think to live, till his old doublet will 
make thee a new truss ? 

Ay, and many a fair year after, to truss up many 
an honester man than either thou or he. 

PEDRINGANO. 
What hath he in his box, as thou thinkest  

HANGMAN. 
'Faith, I cannot tell, nor I care not greatly ; 
Methinks, you should rather hearken to your soul's 
health. 
PEDRINGANO. 
Why, sirrah hangman, I take it, that that is good 
for the body, is likewise good for the soul : and it 
may be, in that box is balm for both. 
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HANGIAN. 
Well, thou art even the merriest piece of man's 
flesh, that ever groan'd at my office door. 

PEDRINGANO. 
Is your rooaery become an office, with a knave's 
name ? 
HANGMAN. 
Ay, and that shall all they witness, that see yot 
seal it with a thief's name. 

PEDRINGANO. 
I pr'ythee, request this good company to pray 
with 1 me. 
HANOLN. 
Ay, marry, sir, this is a good motion. My 
masters, you see, here's a good fellow. 

PEDRINGAN0. 
Nay, nay, now I remember me, let them alone 
till some other time ; for now I have no great need. 

HIERONIMO. 

I have not seen a wretch so impudent. 
O monstrous times ! where murder's set so light, 
And where the soul, that shoed be shrin'd in 
hear'n, 
Solely delights in interdicted things, 
Still wand'ring in the thorny passages, 
That intercepts itself of happiness. 

For, 161S, '23, '33. 
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Murder ! 1 0 bloody monster, God forbid, 
A fault so foul should 'scape unpunished. 
Despatch, and see this 2 execution done : 
This makes me to remember thee my son 
[Ex/t HIER. 
PEDRINGANO. 
Nay, soft, no haste. 
I) FPUTYo 
'ny, wherefore stay you ? Have you hope of life 

Why, ay ! 
As how ? 

PEDRINGAN0. 
HAGN. 
PEDRINGANO. 

Why, rascal, by my pardon from the king. 

HANGMAN. 
,Stand you on that ? then you shall off with this. 
[He turns him o.f. 
DEPUTY. 
80, executioner ; convey him hence : 
But let his body be unburied ; 
Let not the earth be choked or infect 
With that which heaven contemns, and men 
neglect. [Exeunt. 
Enter HIERONIMO. 
HIERONEIO. 
Where shall I run to breathe abroad my woes, 

[Old copies, murder. o.] s The, 1618, '23, '33. 
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HIERONFbIO. 
I warrant thee, give it me. 
You will stand between the gallowa and me  
HIERONIMO. 
Ay, ay. 
I thank your lord worship. 

[Ex HANGMAN. 

HIERONIMO. 

And yet, though somewhat nearer me concerns, 
I will, to ease the grief that I sustain, 
Take truce with sorrow, while I read on this. 

My lord, I write as mine extremes reluir'd , 
That you eould labour my delivery : 
lf l/ou neglect, my life is desperate; 
And in my death I shall reveal the troth. 
You know, my lord, I slew him for /our sake, 
ArM was to,federate with the prince and you : 
Won bff rewards and hopeful promises, 
I holp to murder ])on Horatio too. 

Holp he to murder mine Horatio ? 
And actors in the accursed tragedy 
Wast thou, Lorenzo, Balthazar and thou, 
Of whom my son, my son deserv'd so well l 
V(hat have I heard ? what have mine eyes be 
held I 
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0 sacred heavens ! may it come to pass 
That such a monstrous and detested deed, 
So closely smother'd and so long conceal'd, 
Shall thus by this be venged 1 or reveal'd  
Now see I what I durst not then suspect, 
That Bell'-Imperia's letter was not fhign'd ; 
Nor feigned she, though falsely they have wrong'd 
Both her, myself, Horatio, and themselves. 
Now may I make compare 'twixt hers and this, 
Of every accident I ne'er could find 
Till now, and now I feelingly perceive 
They did what heaven unpunish'd would "- n,Jt 
leave. 
O false Lorenzo ! are these thy flattering looks t 
Is this the honour that thou didst my son  
And Balthazar, bane to thy soul and me, 
Was this the ransom he reserv'd thee for   
Woe to the cause of these constrained wars : 
Woe to thy baseness and captivity ! 
Woe to thy birth, thy body and thy soul, 
Thy cursed father and thy conquer'd self! 
And ban'd with bitter execrations be 
The day and place, where he did pity thee ! 
But wherefore waste I mine unfruitful words, 
When nought, but blood will satisfy my woes  
I will go plain me to my lord the king, 
And cry aloud for justice through the court, 
Wearing the flints with these my wither'd feet ; 
And either purchase justice by entreats, 
Or tire them all with my reven#ng threats. [l:rit. 

x $hall thus be this revenged , 1618. 
'erenged , 1623, '33. 
 hould, 1618, '23, '33. 
" For thee ditto. 

hal2 thus be ths 
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Why am I thus sequester'd from the court ? 
No notice ! shall I not know the cause 
Of these my secret and suspicious ills! 
Accursed brother, unkind murderer, 
\Vhy bend'st thou thus thy mind to martyr ne 
Hieronimo, why writ x I of thy wrongs . 
0r why art thou so slack in thy revenge ? 
Andrea, 0 Andrea! that thou saw'st 
Me for thy friend Horatio handled thus ; 
And him for me thus causeless murdered ! 
Well, force perforce, I must constrain myself 
To patience, and apply me to the time, 
Till hear'n, as I have hop'd, shall set me free. 

' ffer CHRISTOPHIL. 

CHRI.qTOPHIL. 
('ome, madam Bell'-Imperia, this may 2 not be. 
[Exeunt. 
Enter LORENZO, BALTHAZAR, aw:l the PAGE. 
LORENZO. 
Boy, talk no further. Thus far things go well. 
Thou art assured, that thou sav'st him dead  

PAGE. 
Or else, my lord, I live not. 

LORENZO. 

That's enough. 
As for his resolution in his end, 
Leave that to him with whom he sojourns now. 

Write, 1618 '23, 33.  Must, ditto. 
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But, Bell'-Imperia, see the gentle prince ; 
Look on thy love, behold young Ba!thazar, 
Whose passions by thy presence are increas'd ; 
And in whose melancholy thou may'st see 
Thy hate, his  love: thy flight, his following thee. 

Brother, you are become an orator-- 
I know not, I, by what experience-- 
Too politic for fiae past all compare, 
Since last I saw you ; but content yoltrself : 
The prince is meditating higher things. 

]ALTHAZAR. 

'Tis of thy beauty then, that conquers kings ; 
Of those thy tresses, Ariadne's twines, - 
Wherewith my liberty thou hast surprised : 
Of that thine ivory front, my sorrow's map, 
Wherein I see no haven to rest my hope. 

]ELL'olMPERIA 

To love and fear, and both at once, my lord, 
In my conceit are things of more import, 
Than women's wits are to be busied with. 

tALTHAXR. 
'Tis I that love. 

BELL'-II_PERIA. 

love, 1618.  Twinnt$ 1618 '23, '33. 
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These slippers are not mine, they were my son 
Horatio's. 
My son ! and what's a son ? 
A thing begot within a pair of minutes--there- 
about : 
A lump bred up in darkness, and doth serve 
To balance those light creatures we call women : 
And, at nine months' end, creeps forth to light. 
Vqaat is there yet in a son, 
To make a father doat, rave, or run mad ? 
Being born, it pouts, cries, and breeds teeth. 
What is there yet in a son ? 
He must be fed, be taught to go, and speak : 
Ay, or yet ; why might not a man love a calf as 
well ? 
l}r melt in passion o'er a striking kid, as for a 
son ? 
Methinks, a young bacon, 
Or a fine little smooth horse colt, 
Should move a man.as much as doth a son ; 
For one of these, in very little time, 
Will grow to some good use ; whereas a son, 
The more he grows in stature and in years, 
The more unsquar'd, unbevelled  he appears, 
Reckons his parents among the rank of fools, 
Strikes care 2 upon their heads with Iris mad 
riots : 
Makes them look old, before they meet with age. 
This is a son; and what a loss were tiffs, consider'd 
truly ? 
O, but my Horatio grew out of reach of those 
Insatiate humours : he lov'd Iris loving parents; 
He was my comfort and his mother's joy-- 
The very arm that did hold up our house : 
Our hopes were stored up in him. 

a Unleardl'd, 1623, '33. s Cares, ditto. 
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Away, Hieronimo ! to him be gone ; 
He '11 do thee justice for Horatio's death. 
Turn down tiffs path, and thou shalt be with him' 
straight ; 
Or this, and then thou needst not take thy breath, 
Tiffs way or that way: soft and fair, not so ; 
For ff I hang or kill myself, let's know, 
Who will revenge Horatio's murder then  
.No, no : fie, no ; pardon me, I'll none of that. 
[ lle flings away the dagger all ],alter. 
This way I '11 take, and this way comes the king. 
[He takes them vp again. 
And here I'll have a fling at him, that's flat; 
And, Balthazar, I'll be with thee to },ring, 
And thee, Lorenzo, here's the king--nay, stay ; 
And here--ay here--there goes the hare away. a 

Ettter KING, AMBASSADOR, CASTILE, ad LORENZO. 

KING. 

Now show, ambassador, what our viceroy saith : 
Hath he receiv'd the articles we sent ? 

IIERONIM0. 
Justice, 0, justice to Hieronimo. 
LORENZO. 
Back, seest thou not the king is busy ? 
HIERONI3IO. 
O, is he so ? 

 [A proverbial expression.] 
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I know thee to be Pedro, and he Jaques. 
1'11 prove it to thee ; and, were I mad, how could I 
Vhere was she the same night, when my Horati- 
was murder'd ? 
She should have shone : search thou the book ; 
Had the moon shone in my boy's face, there was a 
kind of grace 
That I know--nay, I do know--had the murd'rer 
seen him, 
His weapon would have fallon, and cut the earth. 
Had he been fram'd of nought but blood and death 
Alack ! when mischief doth it knows not what. 
What shall we say to mischief  

Enter ISABELLA. 

ISABELLA. 

Dear Hioronimo, come in a-doors, 
O, seek not means so to increase thy sorrow. 

I-I IERONI3IO. 

Indeed, Isabella, we do nothing here ; 
l do not cry, ask Pedro and Jaques : 
Not I, indeed--we are merry, very merry. 

How  be merry here, be merry here  
Is not this the place, and this the very tree, 
Vhere my Horatio died, where he was murder'd 

HIERONEO. 

Was--do not say what : let her weep it out. 
This was the tree ; I set it of a kernel : 
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And with these words : 
What noise is this ? who calls HieroTdmo ? 
May it be done  

PAINTER. 

Yes, sir. 

HIERONIMO. 

Well, sir, then bring me forth, bring me through 
alley and alley, still with a distracted countenance 
.oing along, and let my hair heave up my night-cap. - 
Let the clouds scowl, make the moon dark, the 
.stars extinct, the winds blowing, the bells tolling, 
the owls shrie -king, the toads croaking, the minutes 
jarring, and the clock striking twelve. And then 
at last, sir, starting, behohl a man hanging, and 
tott'ring and tott'ring, as you "know the wind will 
wave a man, and I with a trice to cut him dom. 
And looking upon him lv the advantage of nay 
torch, find it to be nay son Horatio. 
There you may a passion, there you may show a 
passion. 
Draw me like old Priam of Troy, 
Crying, the house is o' fire, the house is o' fire. 
As the torch over thy head ; make me curse, 
]Iake me rave, make me cry, make me mad, 
]Iake me well again, make me curse hell, 
]nvocate, and in the end leave me 
In a trance--and so forth. 

AINTER. 
And is this the end  
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If destiny thy miseries do ease, 
Then hast thou health ; and happy shalt thou 1,e : 
If destiny deny thee life, Hieronimo, 
Yet shalt thou  be assured of a tomb : 
If neither; yet let this thy comfort be, 
Heaven covereth him that hath no burial. 
And to conclude, I will revenge his death : 
But how  not as the vulgar wits of men, 
With open but inevitable ills, 
As by a secret, yet a certain mean, 
Which under kindship will be cloaked best. 
Wise men will take their opportunity, 
Closely and safely fitting things to time. 
]3ut in extremes advantage hath no time : 
And therefore all times fit not for revenge. 
Thus therefore will I rest me in unrest, 
Dissembling quiet in unquietness : 
Tot seeming that I know their villainies 
That my simplicity may make them think, 
That. ignorantly I will let all 9. shp ; 
For ignorance, I wot, and well they know, 
Remedium malorum mors est. 
Nor aught avails it me to menace them 
Who, as a wintry storm upon a plain, 
Will bear me down with their nobility. 
'o, no, Hieronimo, thou must enjoix 
Thine eyes to observation, and thy tongue 
To milder speeches than thy spirit affords,  
Thy heart to patience and thy hands to rest, 
Thy cap to courtesy and thy knee to bow, 
Till to revenge thou know, when, where, and how. 
[ A noise ithin. 
How now, what noise ? what coil is that you keep q. 

Thou shalt, 1623, '33.  It, 1618, '23, '33. 
- Spirlt affoord, ditto.. 
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HIERONIMO. 
What's here  The humble suloplicatlon of Don 
Bazulto, .for his murdered son. 

ENEX. 
Ay, sir. 
HERONO. 
.No, sir, it was my murdered son : 0 m son, 
0 my son, 0 my son Horatio ! 
But mine or thine, Bazulto, be content. 
Here, take my handkerchief, and wipe thine eyes, 
Whiles wretched I in thy mishaps may see 
The lively portrait of my dying self. 
[lie draweth out a bloody napkin. 
I ) no, not this, Horatio, tiffs was thine ; 
And when I dy'd it in thy dearest blood, 
This was a token 'twixt thy soul and me, 
That of thy death revenged I should be. 
But here, take this and this 

What, thy purse 

HIERONIMO. 
Ay, this and that, and all of them are thine_ ; 
For all as one are our extremities. 

1 CITIZEN. 
see the kindness of Hieronimo 

2 
This gentleness shows him a gentleman. 
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To 1,1ague Hieronimo that is remiss, 
And seeks not vengeance br Horatio's death. 

]AZULTO. 

I am a grieved man and not a ghost, 
That came for justice fo my murder'd son. 

HIERONIMO. 

Ay, llOW I know thee, now thou nam'st thy son : 
Thou art the lively image of my grief; 
Within thy face my sorrows I may see : 
Thy eyes are gumm'd  with tears, thy cheeks are 
wan, 
Thy forehead troubled, and thy muttering lips 
Iurlnur sad words abruptly broken off, 
By force of windy sighs tby spirit breathes, 
And all this sorrow riseth for thy son : 
Aml selfsame sorrow feel I for ray son : 
Come in, old man, thou shalt to Isabel : 
Lean on nay arm : I thee, thou rae, shalt stay, 
And thou and l, and she, will sing a song, 
Three parts in one ; but all of discords flam'd : 
Talk m)t of chords, but let us now be gone, 
For with a cord Horatio was slain. 

Enter KING OF ,PAIN, ge DUKE, VICEROY, 
LORENZO, B.tLTHAZA, DON PEDRO, and 
]ELL'-IMPERIA. 

KING. 

Go, brother, 'tis the Duke of Castile's cause ; 
Salute the Viceroy in our name. 
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LORENZO. 
For her, my lord, whom :Balthazar doth love, 
And to confirm the promis'd marriage. 

CASTILE. 
She is thy sister. 
LORENZO. 
Who ? Bell'-Imperia Ay, my gracious lord ; and 
this 
Is th' day, that I have long'd so happily to see. 

CASTILE. 
Thou wouldst be loth that any fault of thine 
Should intercept her in her happiness ! 

LORENZO. 
Heav'ns will not let Lorenzo err so much. 

CASTILE. 

Why then, Lorenzo, listen to my words : 
It is suspected, and reported too, 
That thou, Lorenzo, wrong'st tlieronimo ; 
And in his suits towards his majesty 
Still keep'st him back, and seek'st to cross his suit. 

LORENZO. 
That I, my lord ? 
CASTILE. 
I tell thee, son, myself have heard it said, 
When (to my sorrow) I have been asham'd 
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]ELL'-IMPERIA. 

]My looks, my lord, are fitting for my love 
Which (new-begaln) can show no brighter yet. 

]ALTHAZAR. 

New-kindled flames should burn as morning sun. 

]ELL-IMPERIA. 

But not too fast, lest heat and all be done. 
I see my lord my father. 

]ALTHAZAR. 

Truce, my love ; I will go salute him. 

CASTILE. 

Welcome, Balthazar, welcome, brave prince, 
The pledge of Castile's peace ;- 
And welcome, Bell'-Imperia : how now, girl ? 
Why com'st thou sadly to salute us thus  
Content thyself, for I am satisfied ; 
It is not now as when Andrea hv'd, 
We have fi)rgotten and forgiven that, 
And thou art gTaced with a happier love :- 
But, Balthazar, here conies Hieronimo ; 
I'll have a word with him. 

Enter HIERONIIIO and a SERVANT. 
HIERONIbIO. 
And where's the duke ? 
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CASTILE. 
Nay, stay, Hieronimo--[Goes out]--o call him, sou. 
LORENZO. 
ltieroninm, my father craves a word with you. 
IRe-enter H[ERONIMO. 
HIERONIMO. 
With me, sir i why, my lord, I thought you had 
doe. 
LORENZO. 
No ; 'wouhl he had ! [As/de. 
CASTILE. 
t|ieronimo, I hear 
You find yourself aggTieved at my son, 
Because you have not access unto the king ; 
And say, 'tis he that intercepts your suits. 

HIERONIMO. 
Why, is not this a miserable thing, my lord 

CASTILE. 

Hieronimo, I hope you have no cause, 
And would be loth that one of your deserts 
Shouhl once have reason to suspect my son, 
Considering how I think of you myself. 

HIERONIM0. 

Your son Lorenzo ! whom, my noble lord ? 
The hope of Spain, mine honourable friend ? 
Grant me the combat of them, if they dare : 
[Draws out his sword. 
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GHOST. 
Awake, Revenge ; for thou art ill-advis'd 
To sleep--awake : what, thou I art warn'd to watch 

REVENGE. 
Content thyself, and do not trouble me. 

(HOST. 

Awake, Revenge ; if love, as love hath had, 
Have yet the power of prevalence in hell : 
Hieronimo with Lorenzo is join'd in leaoe, 
And intercepts our passage to revenge : 
Awake, Revenge, or we are woe-begone. 

REVENGE. 

Thus worldlings ground what they have dream'd 
upon. 
Content thyself, Andrea, though I sleep, 
Yet is o. my mood soliciting their souls : 
Sufficeth thee that poor Hierouimo 
Cannot forget his son Horatio ; 
Nor dies Revenge, although he sleep awhile : 
For in unquiet quietness is feign'd, a 
And slumb'ring is a common worldly wile. 
Behold, Andrea, for an instance, how 
Revenge hath slept, and then imane thou, 
What 'tis to be subject to destiny. 

Enter a Dumb-ow. 

CHOST. 
Awake, Revenge, reveal this mystery. 

1 T/tou, omitted, 1618, '23, '33. 2 In, ditto, s Found, ditto. 
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1)EVENGE. 

The two first the nuptial torches bore 
As hrightly  burning as the mid.day's sun : 
But after them doth Hymen hie as fast, 
Cl,thed in sable and a saffron robe, 
And ],lows them out, and quencheth them with 
] ,lood, 
As discontent that things continue so. 

GIIOST. 

Sufficeth me, thy meaning's understood, 
And thanks to "- thee and those infernal powers, 
That will not tolerate a lover's woe : 
Rest thee, for I will sit to s see the rest. 

]EVENGE. 

Then 4 argue not, for thou hast thy request. 
[Exempt. 

ACT V. 

Jnter BELL'-IMPERIA and HIERONIM . 

:BELL'-IMPERIA. 

Is this the love thou bear'st Horatio ? 
Is this the khdness that thou counterfeit'st 
Are these the fruits of thine incessant tears 
Hieronimo, are these thy passions, 
Thy protestations and thy deep laments, 
That thou wert wont to weary men withal  

Bright, 1618, '23, '33.  Unto, ditto. 
And, ditto. .- 4 Thu, 168. 
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Pardon, O, pardon, Bell'-Imperia, 
My fear and care in not believing it ; 
Nor think I thoughtless think upon a mean 
To let his death be unreveng'd at full : 
And here I vow, so you but give consent, 
And will conceal my resolution, 
I will ere long determine of their deaths, 
That causeless thus have murdered my son. 

]ELL'-IMPERIA. 

Hieronimo, I will consent, conceal, 
And aught, that a may effect for thine avail, 
Join with thee to revenge Horatio's death. 

HIERONIMO. 

On, - then ; whatsoever I devise, 
Let me entreat you, gre my practices : 
For why the plot's already in mine head. 
Here they are-- 

Enter ]ALTHAZAR and LORENZO. 

]ALTHAZAR. 
tIow now, Hieronimo what, courting Bell'- 
Imperia ? 
HIERONIMO. 
Ay, my lord, such courting as, I promise you, 
She hath my heart ; but you, my lord, have hers. 

IORENZO. 
But now, Hieronimo, or never we are to entreat 
your help. 

What, 1633.  0 then, 1618, '23, '33. 
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LORENZO. 
And how for that  

YI" IERONISIO. 

Marry, my good lord, thus : 
And yet, methinks, you are too quick with us. 
SVhen in Toledo, there I studied, 
It was my chance to write a tragedy, 
See here, my lords, [Shows them a book. 
W]fich (long forgot) I found this other day: 
Now would your lordships favour me so much 
As but to grace me with your acting it,, 
] mean, each one of you to play a part, 
Assure you it will prove most passing strange, 
And wondrous pleasurable 1 to that assembly. 

tALTHAZAR. 
What, would you have us play a tragedy 

HIERONIIO. 

Why, Nero thought it no disparagement, 
And kings and emperors have ta'en delight, 
To make experience of their wits in plays. 

LORENZO. 
Nay, be not angTy, good Hieronimo ; 
The prince but asked a question. 

In faith, Hieronimo, and you be 
In earnest, I'll make one. 

[Old copies, Tlausible.] 
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LORENZO. 

And I another. 

HIERONIMO. 

Now, my good lord, could you entreat 
Your sister Bell'-Imperi to make one, 
For what's a play without a woman in't 

]ELL'-IMPERIA. 

Little entreaty shall serve me, ttieronimo ; 
For I must needs be employed in your play. 

HIERONIMO. 

%Vhy, this is well : I tell you, lordings, 
It was determined to have been acted 
By gentlemen and scholars too ; 
Such as could tell what to speak. 

]ALTHAZAI 

And now it shall be play'd * by princes and cour- 
tiers, 
Such as can tell how to speak ; 
If, as it is our country manner, 
You will but let us know the argunent. 

HIERONIIO. 

That shall I roundly. The chronicles of Spain 
Record this written of a knight of  Rhodes : 
He was betroth'd, and wedded at the length, 
To one Perseda, an Italian dame, 

1618, '23, '33.  Of the tghod, a 1618. 
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ose beauty ravish'd all that her beheld ; 
Especially the soul of Solyman, 
Who at the marriage was the chiefest guest. 
By sundry means sought Solyman to win 
Perseda's love, and could not gain the same : 
Then 'gan he break his passions to a friend-- 
One of his bashaws, whom he held full dear ; 
Her had this bashaw long solicited, 
And saw she was not otherwise to be won, 
But by her husband's death, this knight of Rhodes ; 
Whom presently by treachery he slew : 
She, stirr'd with an exceeding hate therefore, 
As cause of this slew Solyman : 
And, to escape the bashaw's tyranny, 
Did stab herself: and tlfis  the tragedy. 

LORENZO. 
Ay, sir ! 
]ELL'-IMPERIA. 
Iut say, Hieronimo, what then became of him, 
That was the bashaw ? 

I-IIERONI3IO. 
MalTy, thus ; moved with remorse of his misdeeds, 
Ran to a mountain-top, and hung e himself. 

But which of us is to perform that part 

I-IIERONIMO. 
O, that will I, my lords ; make no doubt of it : 

This i, 1816, '23, '33. 2 Hang'd, ditto. 
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I'll play the murderer, I warrant you ; 
For I already have conceited that. 
BALTHAZAR. 
And what shall I ? 
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HIEROIO. 
Great Solyman, the 1 Turkish emperor. 

LORENZO. 
And I  
HIERONIMO. 
Erastus, the -knight of Rhodes. 

BELL'-IIPERIA. 
And I. 
I'erseda, chaste and resolute.-- 
And here, my lords, are several abstracts drawn, 
For each of you to note your parts, 
And act it, as occasion's offered you. 
You must provide a Turkish cap, 
A black mustachio and a falchion. 
[Gives a paper to ]ALTHAZAR. 
You with a cross, like to 2 a knight of Rhodes. 
[Gives atother to LORENZO. 
And, madam, you must attire yourself. 
[Gives BELL'-IMPERIA another. 

That, 1618.  To, omit, ditto. 
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Down with these branches and these loathsome 
boughs 
Of this unfortunate and fatal pine : 
Down with them, Isabella : rent them up ; 
And burn the roots from whence the rest is 
sprung. 
I will not leave a root, a stalk, a tree, 
A bough, a branch, a blossom, nor a leaf, 
No, not an herb within this gardenTlot. 
Accursed complot of my misty ! 
Fruitless for ever may this garden be, 
Barren the earth, and blissless 1 whosoever 
Imanes not to keep it unmanur'd ! 
An eastern wind commL<'d with noisome airs 
Shall blast the plants and the young saplings: 
The earth with serpents shall be pestered, 
And passengers, for fear to be infect, 
Shall stand aloof; and (looking at it) tell, 
There murder'd 4led the son of Isabel 
Ay, here he died, and here I him embrace. 
See, where his ghost solicits with his wounds, 2 
Revenge on her that should revenge his death. 
]ieronimo, make haste to see thy son ; 
For sorrow and despair hath cited me, 
To hear Horatio plead with Rhadamant : 
Make haste, Hieronimo ; or hold accus'd 3 
Thy negligence in pursuit of their deaths, 
V(hose hateful wroth bereav'd him of his breath,- 
Ha, nay, thou dost delay their deaths, 
Forgiv'st the murd'rers of thy noble son, 
And none but I bestir me--to no end. 
And a I curse this tree from further fruit, 
So shall my womb be cursed for his sake ; 

B/ess/eas, 1618, '23, '33. 
Solicited th hi wounds, ditto. 
To hold exclude, dStto. 
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And with this weapon will I wound the breast, 
The hapless breast, that gave Horatio suck. 

Ezter HIERONIMO : he knocks up the curtain. 

Enter te DUKE OF CA.STILE. 
CA.STILE. 
H0,w now, Hieronimo, where's your 1 fellows, 
That you take all this pain  

HIERONIMO. 

) sir, it is for the author's credit, 
To look that all things may go well : 
But, "good my lord, let me entreat your grace, 
To give the king the copy of the play : 
This is the argument of what we show. 

CASTILE. 
will, Hieronimo. 
HIERONIMO. 
ne thing more, my good 2 lord. 

CASTILE. 
What's that ? 
HIERONIIO. 
Let me entreat your grace 
That when the train are 3 pass'd into the gallery, 
You would vouchsafe to throw me down the key. 

Thy, 1618, '23, '33. 
1618, '23, '33. 

Good my, 1633. 
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Earth yields no joy without Perseda's love. 

HIERONIMO. 

Let then x Perseda on your grace attend. 

]ALTHAZAR. 

She shall not wait on me, but I on her, 
Drawa by the influence of her lights, I yiehl : 
But let my friend the Rhodian knight come f,)rth, 
Erastus, dearer than my life to me, 
That he may see Perseda my bclov'd. 

Fter ERASTUS. 

KING. 

Here comes Lorenzo. Look upon the plot, 
An,l tell me, brother, what part plays he  

]ELL'-IMPERIA. 

Ah, my Erastus, welcome to Perseda. 

LORENZO. 

Thrice happy is Erastus, that thou liv'st : 
]ho,l,.s' 1,,ss is nothing to Erastus' joy; 
Sith his Perseda lives, his life survives. 

]ALTHAZAR. 

Ah, bashaw, here is love between Erastus 
And fair Perseda, sovereign of my soul. 

Then let, 1618, '23, '33. 
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Remove Erastus, mighty Solyman, 
And then Perseda will be quickly won. 
]ALTHAZAR. 
Erastus is my friend ; and, while he lives, 
Perseda never will remove her love. 
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[IERONIIIO. 
Let not Erastus live to grieve great Solyman. 

]ALTIIAZA R. 
Dear is Erastus in our princely eye. 

ItIzRONLO. 
But if he be your rival, let him die. 

]ALTHAZAR. 
Why, let trim die ; so love commandeth me : 
Yet grieve I that Erastus should so die. 

tIERONIMO. 
Erastus, Solyman saluteth thee, 
And lets thee wit by me his highness' ill, 
Which is, thou shouldst be thus employed. 
[Stabs him. 
]3,LL'-IateEtA. 
Ay me, Erastus ! 
See, 8olyman a Erastus slain ! 
VOL. V. L 
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HIERONLIO. 

Viceroy, I will not trust thee with my life, 
Which I this day have offered to my son. 
Accursed wretch, why stay'st a thou him, that was 
Resolv'd to dic ? 

KING. 

Speak, traitor ! damned bloody murderer, speak 
For now I have thee, I will make thee speak. 
Why hast thou done this undeserving deed ? 

VICEROY. 

Why hast thou murdered my Balthazar ? 

CASTILE. 

Why hast thou butcher'd both nay children thus 

HIERONIMo. 

[But are you sure that they are dead ? 

Ay, slain too sure. 

CASTILE. 

H IERON IMo. 

What, and yours too ? 
VICEROY. 
Ay, all are dead ; not one of them survive. 

 ,Staldst, 1623, '33. 
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HIERONIMO. 
Indeed, thou may'st torment me, as his wretched 
son 
Hath done in mufti'ring my Horatio ; 
But never sha]t thou force me to reveal 
The thing which I have vow'd inviolate : 
And therefore, in despite of all thy threats, 
Pleas'd with their deaths, and eas'd with their 
revenge, 
First take my tongue, and afterwards my heart. 
[lie bites out his tongue. 

KING. 
O monstrous resolution of a wretch ! 
See, Viceroy, he hath bitten forth his tongue, 
t:ather than to reveal what we requir'd. 

CASTILE. 
Yet can he write. 
KING. " 
And if in this he satisfy us not, 
We will devise th' extremest kind of death 
That ever was invented for a wretch. 
[tie makes signs for a knife to mend his pen. 

CASTILE. 
O, he would have a knife to mend his pen. 

VICEROY. 
Here; and advise thee, that thou write the 
troth. 
Look to my brother, save Hieronimo. 
[lie with he knife stabs the du'lce and himself. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

CORNELIA, the daughter of Metellus Scipio, a 
young goman lady, as much accomplish'd with 
the graces of the body and the virtues of the nfind 
as ever any was, was first married to young 
 'rassus, who died with his father in the discom- 
fiture of the I-hraa against the Parthians ; after- 
ward she took to second husband Pompey the 
{reat, who (three years after), upon the first 
qf the civil wars betwixt him and Cesar, sent her 
from thence to Mitilen, there to attend the 1racer- 
rain success of those affairs. And when he saw 
that he was vanquish'd at Pharsalia, returne 
find her out, and carry her with him into E:gypt. 
where his purpose was to have re-enfrced a new 
army, and give a second assault t Cesar. 
In this voyage he wes murdered by Achillus an,l 
,%.ptilnius the Ioma hefire her eyes, and in the 
l,resence of his young son Sextus and sonie other 
Senators his friends. After which, she retired 
herself to R-me. But Scipio her father (being 
made general of those that survived after th,. 
hattle, assembled new forces, am[ occupied the 
.,_,rearer part of Afric, allyiug himself to Jub.% king 
,,f Numidia. Against all whom Cesar (after he 
ha,1 ordered the affairs of Egypt and the state of 
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1,'ome) in the end of winter marched. And there 
(after many light encounters) was a fierce and 
furious battle given amongst them, near the walls 
of Tapsus. Where Scipio seeing, himself subdued 
and his army scattered, he betook himself with 
some small troop to certain ships, which he caused 
to stay for him. 
Thence he sailed toward Spain, where Pompey's 
faction commanded, and where a sudden tempest 
took him on the sea, that drave him back to Hip- 
pon, a town in A_fric, at the devotion of Cesar, 
where (lying at anchor) he was assailed, beaten 
and assaulted by the adverse fleet; and for he 
would not fall alive into the hands of his so mighty 
enemy, he stabb'd himself; and suddenly leapt 
o erboard into the sea, and there died. 
Cesar (having finished these wars, and quietly 
reduced the to-ns and places thereabout to his 
,,bedience) returned to Rome in triumph for his 
'ictories ; where this most fair and miserable lady, 
having overmourn'd the death of her dear husband, 
and understanding of these cross events and hapless 
news of Afric, together with the piteous manner of 
her father's end, she took (as she had cause) occa- 
sion to redouble both her tears and lamentations, 
wherewith she closeth the cata.trol,he ,;f this their 
tragedy. 
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Endure a million of base controls. 
Poison'd ambition rooted in high minds), 
"Tis thou that train'st us into all these errors : 
Thy mortal covetise I per-erts our laws, 
And tears our freedom from our franchis'd hearts. 
Our fathers found thee at their former walls ; 
And humbled to their offspring left thee dying. 
Yet thou, reviving, soil'dst : our infant town 
With guiltless blood by brother's hands out- 
launch'd ; 
And hong'st (O hell) upon a fort half-finish'd 
Thy monstrous murder for a thing to mark. 
"But faith continues not where men command. 
Equals are ever bandying for the best : 
A state divided cannot firmly stand. 
Two -kings within one realm could never rest." 
This day, we see, the father and the son 
Have fought like foes Pharsalia's miseries ; 
And with their blood made marsh the parched 
plains, 
"3file th' earth, that groan'd to bear their carc,es. 
Bewail'd th' insatiate humours of theln both ; 
That as much blood in wilful folly spent, 
As wer to tame the worhl sufficient. 
Now, Parthia, fear no more, for Crassus' death 
That he s will come thy borders to besiege : 

 So, in Ben Jonson's "Catiline," act ii. sc. 3-- 
," But you think. Carins. 
"Tis covetise hath wrought me : if you love me, 
Change that unkind conceit." 
I n the " Alchymist," act ii. sc. 3 
"Why, this is covetise !" 
And in "Pierce Penilesse his Supplication to the Divell " 
I'- 29 : " Under vellany I comprehend murder, trcason, theft. 
t-ousnage, cut-throat cotvtise, and such like." 
: Foyld'st, first and second edition. 
z [Old copies, we.] 
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"' Then from her loathsome cave doth Plague 
repair, 
That breathes her heavy poisons down to hell ; 
Which with their noisome tll corrupt the air, 
Or meagTe Famine, which the weak foretell, 
Or bloody War (of other woes the worst) 
Which where it lights doth show the land 
accurs'd, 
And ne'er did good, wherever it befell." 

War, that hath sought th' Ausonian fame to rear, 
In warlike Emony  (now gro so great 
With soldiers' bodies that were buried there), 
Which yet to sack us toils in bloody sweat : 
T' enlarge the bounds of conquering Thessaly, 
Through murder, discord, w-rath, and enmity, 
Even to the peaceful Indian's pearled seat. 

Whose entrails fir'd with rancour, wrath, and rage, 
The former petty combats did displace, 
And camp to camp did endless battles wage, 
Which on the mountain-tops of warlike Tlrrace 
Made thund'ring hIars (Dissension's common fi'iend) 
Amongst the forward soldiers first descend, 
Arm'dwith his blood-besmeared keen coute-lace. 

Who first attempted to excite to arms 
The troops enraged with the trumpet's sound, 
Headlong to run and reck no after-harms ; 
Where in the flow'red meads dead men were 
found, 
Falling as thick (through warlike cruelty) 
As ears of corn for want of husbandry ; 
That (wastful) shed their oain upon the ground. 

 Emonia, where Pharaalia wa.--. P. 
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Alas ! thou should'st, thou should'st, Cornelia, 
Have broke the sacred thread that tied thee here, 
When as thy husband Crassus (in his flower) 
Did first bear arms, and bare away my love. 
And not (as thou hast done) go break the bands, 
By calling H)men once more back again. 
Less hapless, and more worthily thou might'st 
I/ave made thine ancestors and thee renown'd : 
If (like a royal dame), with faith fast kept, 
Thou with thy tk)rmer husbaml's death had'st 
slept. 
But partial Fortune and the powerful Fates, 
That at their pleasures wield our purposes, 
Bewitch'd my life, and did beguile my love. 
Pompey, the fime that ran of thy frail honours, 
Made me thy wife, thy love, and (like a thief) 
From my first husband stole my faithless grief. 
But if (as some believe) in heaven or hell 
Be heavenly powers or infernal spirits, 
That care to be aven d of lovers' oaths-- 
Oatls made in marriage, and after broke ; 
Those powers, those spirits (mov'd with my light 
faith), 
A now displeas'd with Pompey and myself, 
And do with civil discord (furthering it) 
Untie the bands that sacred H)zaen kfit : 
Else only I am cause of both their wraths, 
And of the sin that sealeth up thine eyes; 
Thine eyes (O deplorable Pompey !)--I am she, 
I am that plague, that sacks thy house and thee. 
For 'tis not heaven, nor Crassus ('cause he sees 
That I am tlfine) in jealousy pursues us. 
No, 'tis a secret cross, an unknown thing, 
That I receiv'd from heaven at my birth, 
That I should heap misfortunes on their head, 
Whom once I had receiv'd in marriage-bed. 
Then ye, the noble Romulists that rest, 
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Iut (like the clouds) continually doth range, 
Or like the sun that hath the night in chse. 
Then as the heavens (by whom our hopes are 
guided) 
Do coast the earth with an eternal course, 
We must not think a misery betided 
Will never cease, but still grow worse and worse. 
When icy winter's pass'd, then comes the spring, 
Whom summer's pride with sultry heat pursues  
To whom mild autunm does earth's treasure 
bring 
The sweetest season that the wise c,n choose. 
tieaven's influence was ne'er so const,nt yet, 
In good or bad as to continue it." 
When I was young, I saw against poor Sylla, 
Proml Cinna, Marius, and Cal'bo fiesh'd 
So long, till they 'gaa tyrannise the town, 
And spill'd such store of blood in every street, 
As there were none but dead men to be seen. 
Within a while, I saw how Fortune play'd, 
And wound those tyrants underneath her wheel, 
Who lost their lives and power at once by one, 
That (to revenge himself) did with his bla, le 
Commit more murder than Rome ever made. 
Yet Sylla, shaking tyranny aside, 
Return'd due honours to our commonwealth, 
Which peaceably retain'd her ancient state, 
{-Iron,q} great without the strife of citizens ; 
Till this ambitious tyrant's time, that toird 
To stoop the world and Rome to his desires. 

', Yet climbing up, the tree of tic, It trust 
Wee streache the arme, as farre as reach may goe, 
Disguis'd with pompe, and pampred up with lust; 
We gase alof, and never Iooke belowe, 
Till hatchet comes, &ud gives the fauling bloe." 
See also Mr Steevens's note on "Measure for Measure," 
act i. sc. 3. 
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But flatt'ring chance, that train'd his first designs, 
SIay change her looks, and give the tyrant over, 
Leaving our city, where so long ago 
Heavens did their favours lavishly bestow. 
CORNELIA. 'Tis true, the heavens (at leastwise 
if they please) 
May gdve poor Rome her former liberty. 
But though they would, I -know they cannot give 
A second life to Pompey that is slain. 
CICERO. Mourn not ibr Pompey ; Pompey could 
not die 
A better death than for his country's weal. 
For oft he search'd amongst the fierce alarms, 
But (wislfing) could not tind so fair an end; 
Till, fraught with years and honour both at once, 
He gave his body (as a barricade) 
For Iome's defence, by tyrants overlaid. 
Bravely he died and (haply) takes it ill, 
That (envious) we repine at Heaven's will. 
CORNELIA. 2las, my sorrow would be so much 
less, 
If he had died, his falchion in his fist : 
Ha01 lie amidst huge troops of armed men 
]3een wounded by another any way, 
It would have cahned many of my sighs. 
F,r why t' have seen his noble Roman blood, 
5Iix'd with his enemies', had done him good. 
]Jut lie is dead (O heavens !), not dead in fight, 
With pike in hand upon a fort besieg'd, 
Defending of a breach : but basely slain ; 
Slain traitorously, without assault in war. 
Yea, slain lie is, anti hitter chance decreed 
To have me there, to see this bloody deed. 
I saw him ; I was there ; and in mine arms 
He almost felt the poniard when he fell. 
Whereat my blood stopp'd in my straggling veins; 
Mine hair ew bristled like a thorny grove ; 
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What one he is that in this broil hath been, 
And mourneth not for sone man of his kin ? 
CORNELIA. If all the world were in the like dis- 
tress, 
My sorrow yet wouhl never seem the less. 
CICERO. " O, but nlen bear misfortunes with 
lllore ease, 
The more indifferently that they fall ; 
And nothing more (in uproars) men can please, 
Than when they see their woes not worst of all." 
CORNELIA.  Our friends' misfortune cloth in- 
crease OUF OWII." 
CICERO. " But ours of others will not he ac- 
known." 1 
{ 'ORXELIX. " 'et one man's sorrow will anoth,'r 
touch." 
('ICERO. "Ay, when himself will entertain nolle 
SU:h." 
('ORNELIA. "Another's tears draws tears fFOlll 
forth our eyes." 
CICERO. "And choice of streams the greatest 
river dries." 
CORNELIA. 'tlen sand withit a whirlpool lies 
unwet, 
.X[v tears shall dry, aml I my grief f,rget. 
|'Ie'EIO. What hoot 3"our tears,: or what avails 
3"our sorrow, 
Against th' inevitable dart of death  
Think you to move with lamentable 1,1aints 
Persel,hone or Pluto's ghastly spirits, 
To make him live that's locked in his totals, 
And waad'reth in the centre of the earth '. 
" .No, no, Cornelia, ('haron takes not i, ain 
To ferry those that nmst be fetch'd again." 

[Recognised, acknowledged.] 
What avail your teats. 
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So peopled cities, that of yore 
Were desert field, where none would bide, 
Become forsaken as before, 
Yet after are re-edified." 
Perceive we not a petty vein, 
Cut front a spring by chance or art, 
Engendereth fountains, whence again 
Those fountains do to floods convert ? 
Those floods to waves, those waves to sea. 
That oft exceed their wonted bound. : 
And yet those seas (as heavens please) 
Ieturn to springs by tmdr-grotmds. 
E'en so our city (in her prime) 
Prescribing princes every thing, 
Is now subdu'd hy conquering time, 
And liveth subject to a king, 
And yet perhaps the sun-bright crop, ha, 
That now the tyrant's head doth deck. 
May turn to R)me with true renown, 
If fortune chance but once to check. 
The stately walls that once were teat'd, 
And by a shepherd's hands erect, 
(With hapless brother's blood besmear'd) 
Shall show by whom they were infect. 
And once more unjust Tarquin's frown 
(With arrogance and rage inflam'd) 
Shall keep the Roman valonr down, 
And Rome itself a while be tam',l. 
And chastest Lucrece once again 
{Because her name dishonour'd stood) 
Shall by herself be careless slain, 
And make a fiver of her blood ; 
Scorning her soul a seat shouhl bnil,l 
Within a body basely seen, 
By shameless rape to be defil'd, 
That erst was clear as heaven's queen. 
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CORNELIA. Will Heaven let treason be un- 
punished l 
PIILIP. Heavens will perform what they haw, 
promised. 
CORNELIA. I fear the heavens will not hear our 
prayer. 
PHLIP. The plaints of men oppress'd do pierce 
the air. 
CORNELIA. Yet Cesar liveth still. 
PI[LIP. '" Due punishment 
Succeeds not always after an offence : 
For oftentimes 'tis for our chastisement, 
That Heaven doth with wicked men dispense, 
That, when they list, they may with usury 
For all misdeeds pay home the penalty." 
CORNELIA. This is the hope that feeds my hap- 
less days, 
Else had my life been long ago expired. 
I trust the gods, that see our hourly wrongs, 
Will fire his shameful body with their flames ; 
Except some man (resolved) shall conclude 
With Cesar's death to end our servitude. 
Else (God to-fore) myself may live to see 
His tired corse lie toiling in his blood : 
Gor'd with a thousand stabs, and round about 
The wronged people leap for inward joy. 
And then come, 5Iurder : then come, ugly Death : 
Then, Lethe, open thine infernal lake! 
I'll down with joy: because, betbre I died, 
Mine eyes have seen what I in heart desir'd. 
Pompey may not revive, and (Pompey dead) 
Let me but see the murd'rer nmrdered. 
PtHLP. Cesar bewail'd his death. 
CORNELIA. His death he mourned, 
Whom wlfile he liv'd, to live like him he scorn'd 
PHILIP. He punished his murd'rers. 
CORNELIA. Who murder'd him, 
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But he that followed Pompey with the sword ? 
He murder'd Pompey that pursued his death, 
And cast the plot to catch him in the trap. 
tie that of his departttre took the spoil. 
Whose fell ambition (founded first in blood) 
By nought but Pompey's life could be withstood. 
PHILIP. Photin and false Achillas he beheaded. 
COXEL That was because that, Pompey being 
their friend, 
They had determined once of Caesar's end. 
PHILIP.  hat got he by his death ? 
CORNELIA. Supremacy. 
PHILIP. Yet Cesar speaks of Pompey honourably. 
CORNELIA. Words are but wind, nor meant he 
what he spoke. 
PrILIP. He will not let his statues  to be broke. 
I_JORNELIA. By which disgadse (whate'er he doth 
preten,1) 
ltis own from leing broke he cloth defend : 
And by the trains, wherewith he us allures, 
His own estate more firmly he assures. 
PHILIP. He took no pleasure in his death, you see. 
('ORNELIA. Because himself of life did not be- 
reave him. 
PmLIe. Nay, he was mov'd  ith former amity. 
t'OP, NELIA. He never trusted him but to deceive 
him. 
But, had he lov'd him with a love unfeign'd, 
Yet had it been a vain and trustless leagaae : 
'" For there is nothing in the soul of man 
.";o firmly grounded, .s can qualify 
Th" inextinguishable thirst of si.griory. 
Not Heaven's fear, nor country's sacred love, 
Xo ancient laws, nor nuptial chaste desire : 
Respect of blood, or (that whi.ll most should move) 

See Suetonius, Jul. e. 75.--. P. 
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The inward zeal that nature doth require : 
All these, nor anything we can devise, 
Can stop the heart reso[v'd to tyrannise." 
PHiLiP. I fear your griefs increase with this dis- 
COIlrse. 
CORNELIA. [y griefs are such, as hardly can 
worse. 
PHILIP. " Time calmeth all ttgs." 
CORNELIA. NO time qualifies 
My doleful spirit's endless nfiseries. 
My grief is like a rock, whence ceaseless strain 
Fresh springs of water at my weeping eyes, 
Still fed by thoughts, like floods with winter' rai 
For when, to ease th' oppression of my heart, 
I breathe an autumn forth of fiery sighs, 
Yet herewithl my passion neither dies, 
Nor dries the heat the moisture of mine eyes. 
PIItLiP. Can nothing then recure these endless 
tears ? 
CORNELIA. Yes, news of C,esar's death t]mt 
med'cine bears. 
PHILIP. Madam, beware ; for, should he hear 
of this, 
His a'ath against you 'twill exasl,.rate. 
CfRNELIA. I neither stand in fear of him nor his. 
PIiILIP. 'Tis policy to t a powerful hate. 
C[RNELIA. What can he do  
PHILIP. hladam, what cannot men. 
That have the power to do what pleaseth them ? 
CORNELIA. He can do me no mischief that I 
dread. 
PHILIP. ]'es, cause your death. 
CORNELIA. Thrice happy, were I dead. 
PHILIP. With rigorous torments. 
CORNELIA. Let him torture me, 
Pull me in pieces, famish, fire me up, 
Fling me alive into a lion's den : 



CORNELIA: 

To kings and clowns doth equal ill 
Without resist. 
Mischance, that every man abhors, 
And cares for crowned emperors 
She doth reserve, 
As fi)r the poorest labourers 
That work or starve : 
The merchant, that for private gain 
Doth send his ships to pass the main, 
Upon the shore, 
In hope he shall his wish obtain, 
Doth thee adore. 
Upon the sea or on the land, 
Where health or wealth, or vines do stand, 
Thou canst do much, 
Aml often help'st the helpless band: 
Thy power is such. 
And many times (disposed to jest) 
'Gainst one whose power and cause is best 
(Thy power to try) : 
To him that ne'er put spear in rest 
 ;iv'st victory. 
For so the Libyan monarchy, 
That with Ausonian blood did dye 
Our warlike field, 
"Fo one that ne'er got victory 
Was ur.ffd to yield. 
So noble hlarius, .a'pin's friend, 
That did the Latin state defend 
From Cymbrian rage, 
Did prove thy fury in the end, 
Which nought could 'suage. 
And Pompey, whose days haply led, 
,';,, long thou seem'dst t' have favoured 
In vain, 'tis said, 
When the Pharsalian field he led, 
Implor'd thine aid 
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For what we see is done, is done by chance. 
'Tis Fortune rules ; for equity and right 
Have neither help nor grace in Heaven's sight. 
Scipio hath wrench'd a sword into his breast, 
And launch'd his bleeding wound into the sea. 
Undaunted ('ato tore his entrai|s out. 
Affranius and Faustus murder'd (lied. 
Juba and Petreus, fiercely combating, 
Have each done other equal violence. 
Our army's broken, and the Libyan bears 
Devour the bodies of our citizens. 
The conquering tyrant, high in Fortune's 
Doth ride triumphing o'er our. commonwealth 
And mournfifl we behold him bravely mounted 
(With stern looks) in his chariot, where he l,ad. 
The conquer'd honour of the people yok'd. 
So Rome to Cesar yields both power and pelt; 
And o'er }ome Cesar reigns in Rome itself. 
But, Brutus, shall we dissolut.y sit, 
And see the tyrant live to tyrannise ? 
()r shall their ghosts, that died to do us good, 
"Plain in their tombs of our base cowardice 
Shall lamed soldiers and grave vozey-hair'd men 
Point at us in their bitter tears, and say : 
See where they go that have their race forgot 
Aml rather choose (unarn'd) to serve with shalue, 
Than (arm'd) to save their freedom and their fain- 
IRUTUS. I swear by heaven, the ]mmorta]' 
highest throne, 
Their temples, altars, and their images, 
To see (for one) that Brutus suffer not 
His ancient liberty to be repress'd. 
I freely march'd with Cesar in his wars, 
Not to be subject, but to aid his right. 
But if (envenom'd with ambitious thought.) 
He lift his hand imperiously o'er us ; 
If he determine but to reign in Rome,. 
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Or follow'd Pompey but to this effect ; 
Or if (these civil discords now dissolv'd) 
He render not the empire back to Rome ; 
Then shall he see, that Brutus this day bears 
The selfsame arms to be aveng'd on him ; 
And that this hand (though Cesar blood abhor) 
Shall toil in his, which I am sorry for. 
I love, I love him dearly. " But the love, 
That men their country and their birthright bear. 
Exceeds all loves ; and dearer is by far 
Our country's love, than friends or chihlren are." 
C^ssus. If tiffs brave care be nourish'd in your 
blood, 
Or if so frank a  ill your soul possess, 
Why haste we not, even while these words are 
utter'd, 
To sheathe our new-ground swords in Cesar's 
throat ? 
Why spend we daylight, and why dies he not, 
That by his death we wretches may revive  
We stay too lo : I burn, till I be there 
To see this maosacre, and send his ghost 
To theirs, wlmm (subtly) he for monarchy 
Made fight to death with show of liberty. 
BUTUS. Yet hal)ly lie (as Sylla whilom (li(l) 
When lie hath rooted civil wax from Rome, 
Will therewithal discharge the poer he hath. 
CASSIUS. Cesar and Sylla, trutus, be not like. 
gvlla (assaulted by the enemy) 
l iid arm himself (but in his own defence) 
Against both Cinna's host and Marius ; 
Whom when he had discomfited and chas'd, 
And of his safety throughly was assur'd, 
lie laid apart the power that he had got, 
And gave up rule, for he desired it not. 
Where Cmsar, that in silence might have slept, 
Nor urg'd by aught but his ambition, 
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Did break into the heart of Italy ; 
And hke rude Brennus brought his men to fi-l : 
Travers'd the seas, and shortly after (back'd 
With winter'd sohliers us'd to conquering), 
He ain'd at us, bent to exterminate 
Whoever sought to intercept his state : 
Now, having got what he hath gaped for, 
(Dear Brutus) think you Cmsar such a chihl, 
Slightly to part with so great signiory ? 
Believe it not, he hought it dear, you know, 
And travelled too far to leave it so. 
BRUTUS. But, Cassius, Cesar is not yet a king. 
CAssIus. :No, but dictator ; in effect as much. 
He doth what pleaseth him--a princely,thing. 
And wherein differ they, whose power is such  
BRUTUS. He is not bloody. 
CAssIus. But by bloody jars 
He hath unpeopl'd most part of the earth. 
Both Gaul and Afric perish'd by his wars ; 
Egypt, Emathia, Italy, and Spain, 
Are full of dead men's bones by Csar slain. 
Th' infectious plague and thmine's bitterness, 
}r th' ocean (whom no pity can assuage), 
Though they contain dead bodies numberless, 
Are yet inferior to Cmsar's rage ; 
Who (monster-like) with his ambition 
tIath left more tombs than ground to lay them on. 
BUTUS. Soldiers with such reproach should not 
be blam'd. 
{'Asstvs. He with his soldiers hath himself 
defam'd. 
BRI/TU.S. hy, then, you think there is no praise 
in war. 
CAssrcs. Yes, where the causes reasonable are. 
BRUTUS. He hath enrich'd the empire with new 
states. 
CASsius. Which with ambition now he ruinates. 
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Brtt'T-Cs. He hath reveng'd the Gauls' old injury, 
And made them subject to our Roman laws. 
CAssrts. The restful Almains with lis cruelty 
He rashly stud against us Sthout cause ; 
d hazarded o city 3nd ourselves 
Against 3 rmless nation, ndly ven ; 
To  horn we shoed do well (for some amends) 
To render him, and reconcile old friends. 
These nations did he pposely provoke, 
To make an my for his aer-aid 
Against the }omans, whom in pokey 
He train'd h war to ste31 their siiory. 
" Like them that (6ving at th' Olpian sports, 
To ace themselves th hono of the game) 
Anoint their sinews fit for estng, 
And (ere they enr) use some exercise." 
The Gauls were but a fore-game fetch'd about 
For ci51 discord, ought by ('r's sleights : 
Whom (to be ng mself} he soon remov'd : 
Teaching3 people hating serStude 
To fight for that, that did their deaths conclude. 
B'Ttrs. The wars once ended, we shall quickly 
ether he 11 resto the state or no. 
('ssws. So, Brutus, never look to see that 
day, 
For Csar holdeth siio too dear. 
But know, while Csius hath one op of blood 
To Ied ts woaess body that you see, 
Vhat reck I death to do so many good  
In spite of Cs, Cssi will be free. 
Bu's. A generous or true ennobled spht 
1 etests to lea what. ttes of setude. 
CASSius. Brute, I cabot sere nor see Rome 
yok'd ; 
So, let me rather die a thousand deaths. 
"' The st-neck'd horses champ not on the bit. 
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Of noble Brutus, his great grandfather) : 
As if he wanted hands, sense, sight, or heart, 
He doth, deviseth, sees, nor dareth ought, 
That may. extirp or raze these tyrannies. 
Nor ought doth Brutus that to Brute belongs, 
But still increaseth by his negligence 
His own disoTace and Caesar's violence. 
The wrong is great, and overlong endur'd ; 
We should have practis'd, conspir'd, conjured 
A thousand ways and weapons to repress, 
Or kill outright, this cause of our distress. 
CHORt'S. Who prodigally spends his blood 
Bravely to do lfis country good, 
And liveth to no other end, 
But resolutely to attempt, 
What may the innocent defend, 
And bloody tyrants' rage prevent : 
And he that, in his soul assur'd, 
Hath water's force and fire endur'd, 
And pass'd the pikes of thousand hosts, 
To free the each from t)Tanny, 
And fearless scours on dang'rous coasts, 
T' enlarge his country's liberty : 
Were all the world his foes before, 
Now shall they love him evermore ; 
His glory, spread abroad by Fame 

following may be added :--Middleton and Rowley'a ' Fair 
Quarrel," act i. sc. 1-- 
" How now, gallants ? 
Beleeve me, then, I must give airne no longer." 
Beaumont and Fletcher's "Fahe One," act v. sc. 4, edit. 
[ Dyce, vi. 
,' By Venus, not a kiss 
'Till our work be done ! The traitors once despatched, 
'to it, and we'll cry aim." 
It iS remarkable that )Ir Seward had made the same 
alteration in the last paage, and consequently fallen into 
the same mistake as Mr Dodsley had in the text. 
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Free fro' rage of civil strife. 
Long preserve our Cesar's lift., 
That from sable Afrie brings 
Conquests, whereof Europe rings. 
And fair Venus, thou of whom 
The .Eneades are come, 
ttenceforth va" not thy gra.e 
From Iulus' hal,l,y race. 
Rather cause thy dearest son, 
By his triumphs new-begun, 
To expel fro' forth the land 
Fierce war's quenchless firebrand. 
That of care acquitting us 
(Who at last adt, re him thus), 
He a peaceful star appear, 
From our wails all foes to clear. 

And so let his warlike brows 
Still be deck'd with laurel-bough.s, 
And his statues newly set 
With many a fresh-ttower'd coronet. 
So iu every place let he 
Feasts and masques, and mirthful 
Strewing roses in the street, 
When their emperor they meet. 
tie his foes hath conquered, 
.Never leaving till they fled. 
And (abhorring blood) at last 
Pardon'd all offences past. 
" For high Jove the heavens anmng 
(Their support that suffer wrong) 
I)oth oppose himself again' 
Bloody-minded, cruel men. 
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" For he shorteneth their days, 
 tr prolongs them with dispraise : 
Or (his grear wrath to show) 
Gives them over to their foe." 

C.esar, a citizen so wroug'd 
I ff the ]l,m,mr him beloug'd, 
To detud himself t?om Imps 
Was eufirc'd to take up arms. 

l:,r he saw that envy's dart 
(Vrickhg .still their poisoned heart. 
F,w his sudden glory got), 
Made. his envious foe so hot. 

Wirked envy, fee,ling still 
F,.,lish those that d,, thy will : 
Fro" thy poisons ill them pour 
Sumlry 1,assions every hour. 
Aud to choler d,,th conver 
Purest 1,h.,,l al.,ut the hear. 
Which (o'erfl,,wiug of their brea.st 
Snffreth nothing to thgest. 
'" Other men's prosl,crity 
ls their iufelicity ; 
And their choler then is rai.s'd, 
When they hear attother prais',l. 
'" Neither Ph(ebus' fairest eye, 
Fetz nor friendly company: 
Mirth, or whatsoe'er it he, 
With their humour can agree. 
"Day or uight they never rest, 
Spiteful hate so pecks their breast. 
Pinching their perplexed lungs 
With her fiery poison'd tongues. 
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Him he inflam'd and spurt'd, and filrd with horror. 
As when Alecto, in the lowest hell, 
Doth breathe new heat within Orestes' breast, 
Till outward rage with inward grief begins 
A fresh remembrance of our former sins. 
For then (as if provok'd with pricking goads) 
Their warlike armies (fast lock'd foot to foot) 
Stoopiug their heads low-bent to toss their stares, 
They fiercely opened both battalions, 
Cleave, break, and raging tempest-like o'crturn 
Whate'er makes head to meet them in this burnout. 
Our men-at-arms (in brief) begin to fly, 
And neither prayers, entreaty, nor example 
Of any of their leaders left alive 
Had power to stay them in this strange career ; 
Straggling, as in the fair Calabrian fiehls, 
When wol'es, ibr hunger ranging fro' the wood, 
Make forth amongst the flock, that scattered flies 
Before the shepherd, that resistless lies. 
CORNELIA. O cruel fortune ! 
,ESSENGER. None resisting now, 
The fi,qd was filled with all confusion. 
Of murder, death, and direful massacres. 
The feeble bands, that yet were left entire, 
Had more desire to sleep than seek for spoil. 
No place was free from sorrow; everywhere 
:Lay armed men, o'ertrodden with their horses ; 
Dismember'd bodies drowniug in their blood, 
And wretched heaps lie mourning of their maims, 
Whose blood, as from a sponge, or bunch of grapes 
Crush'd in a wine-press, gusheth out so ft, 
As with the sight doth make the sound aghast. 
Some should you see that had their heads half- 
cloven, 
And on the earth their brains lie trembling. 
Here one new-wounded helps another dying. 
Here lay an arm, and there a leg lay shiver'd. 
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I suffer more, more sorrows I endure, 
Than all the captives in th' internal com. 
0 troubled fate ! 0 fatal misery ! 
That unprovoked deal'st so partially. 
Say, fretful heavens, what fault have I committe,l, 
Or wherein couhl mine innocence offend you, 
When (being but young) I lost my first 1.re, 
Crassus ' 
Or wherein did I merit so much wrong, 
To see my second husband, Pompey, slain  
But 'mongst the rest, what horrible offence, 
What hatefitl thing, unthought ot have I done, 
That, in the midst of ts my mournful state, 
Nought but my father's death could expiate ? 
Thy death, dear Scipio, Rome's eternal loss, 
Whose hopeful fe preserv'd our happiness ; 
Whose silver hairs encouraged the weak ; 
Whose resolutions did confirm the rest : 
Whose end, sith it hath ended all nff joys, 
 heavens at least permit of all these plagues 
That I may finish the catastrophe ; 
Sith in this widowhood of all my h,pes 
 cannot look for fuher happiness. 
For, both my husbands and my father gone 
What have I else to wreak your wrath upon ? 
Now as ibr happy thee, to whom sweet death 
Hath given blessed rest tbr life's bereaving ; 
O envious Julia, in thy jealous heart 
Venge not thy wrong upon Cornelia. 
But, meted ghost, appease thine ire, and see 
ly hard mishap  rarefying after thee. 
O, see mine anguish ! haply seeing it, 
'Twill move compsion in thee of my pains, 
And urge thee, if thy heart  not of flint, 
Or drunk with rigour, to repent thyself, 
That thou enflam'dst so cruel a revenge 
In Csar's heart upon so slight a cause ; 
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My drowned father in some sepulchre, 
Who will perform that care in kindness for me ? 
Shall his poor wand'ring limbs lie still tormented, 
Toss'd with the salt waves of the  asteful seas ? 
No, lovely father and my dearest husband, 
Cornelia must live (though life she hateth) 
To make your tombs, and mourn upon your 
hearses ; 
Where, languishing, my famous faithful tears 
May trickling bathe your generous sweet cindcrs ; 
And afterward, both wanting strength and mois- 
ture, 
Fulfilling with my latest sighs and gasps 
The happy vessels that enclose your bones, 
I will surrender my surcharged life ; 
And, when my soul earth's prison shall forego, 
Increase the numlr of the ghosts below. 
. 1orost Domino, quce prosut omibus, aries. 

THO. KYD. 

FINI.. 
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[HAWKINS'S PREFACE.] 

Tnv. "Tragedy of Soliman and Perseda" is given from 
Mr Garrick's copy, printed by Edward Allde, 15.99. 
The author having concealed his name, we cannot 
pronounce by whom it was written ; though, night the 
editor be allowed to indulge a conjecture, he would 
ascribe it to Kyd, as it carries uth it many internal 
marks of that author's manner of composition. The 
Idan is similar to that of "The Spanish Tragedy," and 
the same phrases frequently occur in both. It is 
farther observable, that in "The Spanish Tragedy" tho story of "Erastus and Pcrseda" is introduced 
Hieronimo, in order, it should seem, to hespeak 
attention of the audience to a more regqa.lar and a more 
perfect representation of their tracal catastrophe. 
Shakespeare has frequently quoted passages out of this 
play, as the reader 'ill occasionally observe. It is not 
divided into acts--at least, they are not particularly 
marked ; but there is no doubt that the author intended 
each act should close with the Chorus, and it is there- 
fore divided accordingly. 



THE TRAGEDY 

OF 

SOLIMAN AND PERSEDA. 

ACT I. 

Z'ater LOVE, FORTUNE, DE 

LOVE. 

What, Death and Fortune cross the way of Love ? 

FORTU N E. 

Why, what is Love but Fortune's tennis-ball 

I) EATH. 

Nay, what are you both, but subjects unto Death 
And I command you to forbear this place ; 
For here the mouth of sad Melpomcne 
Is wholly bent to tragedy's diseoume : 
And what are tragedies but acts of death ? 
Here means the wrathful muse, in seas of tears 
Aud loud laments, to tell a dismal tale-- 
VOL. V. R 
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CYPRUS. 
First, welcome, thrice renowned Eng|i.shman, 
Graced by thy country, but ten times more 
By thy approved valour in the field ; 
Upon the onset of the enemy, 
What is thy motto, when thou spurt'st thy horse 
ENGLISHIIAN. 
In Scotland was I made a k.night-at-arms, 
Where for my country's cause I charg'd my lance 
In France I took the standard from the king, 
And gave the flower of Gallia in nay crest : 
Against the ]ightfoot Irish |lave I serv'd, 
And in my skin bear tokens of their Kerns. 
Our word of courage all the world hath heard, 
Saint George for England, and Saint George for me 
CYVs. 
Like welcome unto thee, fair knight of France, 
Wcll-fam'd thou art for discipline in war : 
Upon th' encounter of tlLine enemy, 
What is thy mot, renomd knight of France ? 
FRENCIIAN. 
In Italy I put nay knighthood on, 
Where in my srt but with a single rapier 
I combated a Poman much renown'd, 
His weapon's point empoison'd for my bane, 
And yet my stars did bode my victor)-. 
Saint Denis is for France, and that for me ! 

CYPRUS. 
Welcome, Castilian, too, amongst the rest ; 
For fame doth sound thy valour with the best 

[Old copy, 
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Whereby I purchased the surname of Pil#'s Ada- 
mant. 
Rough words blow my choler, 
As the wind doth Mulciber's workhouse : 
I have no word, because no country : 
Each place is my habitation ; 
Theretbre each country's word mine to pronounce. 
Princes, what would you  I have seen much, heard 
more, 
But done most : to be brief, he that will try me, 
Let him waft me with his arm ; I am his for some 
five lances : 
Although it go against my stars to jest, 
Yet to gratulate this benign prince, 
I will suppress my condition. 

PHILIPPO. 
He is beholding to you greatly, sir: 
Mount, ye brave lordings, forwards to the tilt 
Myself will censure of your chivalry, 
And with impartial eyes behold your deeds : 
Forward, brave ladies, place you to behold 
The fair demeanour of these warlike kaights. 
[ E.reunl. 
Manet BILISCO. 

B.LSILISCO. 

I am melancholy: an humour of Venus bele:t- 
gaaereth me. 
I have rejected with contemptible frowns 
The sweet glances of many amorous girls, or rather 
ladies : 
But, certes, I am now captivated with the reflecting 
eye 
Of that admirable comet Perseda. 
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].ILISCO. 
It is the fury of his horn, not the strength of hi 
I would thou wouhlst remit my oath, 
That I might assail thy master. 

)ISTONo 
I give thee leave, go to thy destruction : 
But, sirrah, where's thy horse  

]ASILISCO. 
Vhy, my page stands holding him by the bridle. 

PISTON. 
Well, go, mount thee, go. 

]ASILISCO. 
I go, and fortune guide my lance. 

PISTON. 

[Exit ]ASILISCO. 

Take the bragging'st knave in Christendom with 
thee-- 
Truly, I am sorry for him : 
He just like a light ! he'll just like a jade. 
It is a world to hear the fool prate and brag ; 
He will jet as if it were a goose on a green : 
He goes many times supperless to bed, 
And yet he takes physic to make him lean. 
Lst night he was bidden to a gentlewoman's to 
supper, 
And, because he would not be put to carve, 
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By overthrowing him that far hath spread thy 
praise, 
Beyond the course of Titan's burning rays. 

PISTON. 

Page, set aside the gesture of my enemy ; 
'ive him a fiddler's fee, and send him packing. 

PISTON. 

Ho, God save you, sir ! have you burst 3-our shin 

]ASILISCO. 

Ay, villain ; I have broken my slfin-l)one, 
My backbone, my channel 1-bone, and my thigh- 
bone, 
Beside two dozen of small inferior bones. 

PISTON. 
A shrewd loss, by my faith, sir 
But where's your courser's tail 

BASILISCO. 
He lost the same in service. 

PISTON. 

There was a hot piece of service where he lost 
his tail ; 
But how chanc'd o. it his nose is slit  

[Collar (?) ] ' [Old copies, dmr, ce.J 
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Get you away, sirrah, I advise you, 
Meddle with no chains of mine. [Exit CRIER. 
You paltry knave, how durst thou be so bold 
To cry the chain, when I bid thou shouldst not ? 
Did I not bid thee only underhand 
Make privy inquiry for it through the town, 
Lest public rumour might advertise her, 
Whose knowledge were to me a second death ! 

PISTON. 

Why, would you have me run up and down the 
town, 
And my shoes are done  

ERASTUS. 
What you want in shoes, I'll We you in blows. 
[Beats him. 
PISTON. 
I pray you, sir, hohl your hands, 
And as I am an honest man, 
I'il do the best I can to find your chain. 
[Exit. PISTO. 
ERASTUS. 
Ah, treacherous fortune ! enemy to love, 
Didst thou advance me for my greater fall  
In dallying war I lost my chiefest peace ; 
In hunting after praise I lost my love, 
And in love's shipwreck will my life miscarry.. 
Take thou the honour, aud give me the chain, 
\aerein was link'd the sum of my delight. 
When she deliver'd me the carcanet, 
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Keep it, quoth she, as thou wouldst keep myself. 
I kept it not, and therefore she is lost ; 
And lost with her is all my happiness ; 
And loss of happiness is worse than death. 
l'ome therefore, gentle death, and ease my grief. 
Cut short what malice Fortune misintends ; 
But stay a while, good death, and let me live ; 
Time may restore what Fortune took from me : 
Ah, no ! great losses seldom are restored. 
What, if my chain shall never be restored ? 
My innocence shall clear my negligence. 
Ah, but my love is ceremonious, 
And looks for justice at her lover's hand : 
Within forc'd furrows of her clouding bro; 
As storms that fall amid a sunshine day, 
I read her just desires and my decay. [Exit. 

Fter SOLIMAN, H.J.EB, AMURATIL a,d 
Janissaries. 

OLIMAN. 

I long, till Brusor be return'd from Rhodes, 
To know how he hath borne him 'gainst 
Christians 
That are assembled there to try their valour ; 
But more, to be well assured by him, 
How Rhodes is fenc'd, and how I best may lay 
My never-faihng siege to win that idot. 
For by the holy Alcoran I swear, 
I'll call my soldiers home from Persia, 
And let the Sophy breathe, and from the Russian 
broils 
Call home my hardy, dauntless janissaries, 
And from the other skirts of Christendom, 
('all home my bashaws and my men of war, 
And so beleaguer Rhodes by sea and land. 
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LOVE. 

I made those knights, of several sect[s] and 
countries, 
Each one by arms to honour his beloved. 

FORTUNE, 

Nay, one alone to honour his beloved : 
The rest, by turnhig of my tickle wheel, 
Came short in reaching of fair honour's mark : 
I gave Erastus only that day's prize, 
A sweet renown, but mLx'd with bitter sorrow ; 
For, in conclusion of his happiness, 
I made him lose the precious carcanet, 
Whereon depended all his hope and joy. 

Aald more than so ; for he, that found the chain. 
Even for that chain shall be depriv'd of life. 

Besides, Love hath enforc'd a foolq 
The fond braggado--to presume to arms. 

FORTUNE. 

Ay, but thou see'st, how he was overthrown 
By Fc)rtune's high displeasure. 

Ay, and by Death had been surpris'd, 
If fates had giv'n me leave ; 
But what I miss'd in him and in the rest, 
I did accomplish on Haleb and Amurath, 
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The worthy brethren of great Soliman : 
But wherefore stay we  let the sequel prove, 
Who is the greatest : Fortune, Death, or Love. 
[Exemtt. 

ACT II. 
Eter FERDINAI'-DO and LUCINA. 
FERDINANDO. 
As fits the ime, so now well fits the place, 
To cool affection with our words and looks, 
If in our thoughts be semblant t s)nnpathy. 
My words, my looks, my thoughts, are all on thee : 
Ferdinando is Lucina's only joy. 
FERDINANDO. 
What pledge thereof? 
LUCINA. 
An oath, a hand, a kiss. 
FERDINANDO. 
O holy oath, fair hand, and sugar'd kiss ! 
O, never may Ferdinando lack such bliss ! 
:But say, my dear, when shall the gates of heaven 
Stand all wide open for celestial gods, 

[Old copy, semblance.] 
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FERDINANDOo 
Marry, thrice happy is Perseda's chance, 
To have so brave a champion to her 'squire. 
BASILISCO. 
Her 'squire ? her knight ! and whoso else denies, 
Shall feel the rigour of my sword and lance. 

O, sir, not I. 

FERDINANDO. 

LUCINA. 
Here is none but friends ; yet let me challenge you. 
For gracing me with a malignant style, 
That I was fairest, and yet Persed fairer ; 
We ladies stand upon our beauties much. 
PERSEDA. 
Herein, Lucina, let me buckler him. 
]ASILISCO. 
Not Mars himself had e'er so fair a buckler. 
PERSEDA. 
Lve makes him blind ; and blind can judge m 
colourfl 
LUCINA. 
Why, then, the mends is made, and ve still friend.. 

 [A common proverb. See Hazlitt's "Froverb," 1869, 
to. 9.] 
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That thou shouldst pawn my true affection's pledge 
To her, whose worth will never equal mine  
Yhat, is Lucina's wealth exceeding mine  
Yet mine sufficient to encounter thine. 
Is she more fair than I  that's not nay fault, 
Nor her desert : what's beauty but a blast, 
Soon cropp'd with age or with infirmities ? 
Is she more wise ? her years are more than mine. 
Y(hate'er she be, my love was more than hers ; 
And for her chastity let others judge. 
But what talk I of her  the fault is thine : 
If I were so disgracious in thine eye, 
That she must needs enjoy nay iuterest, 
Why didst thou deck her with my ornament ? 
Could nothing serve her but the carcanet 
Which, as my life, I gave to thee in charge ? 
Couldst thou abuse my true simplicity, 
Whose greatest fault 'as overloving thee  
I'll keep no tokens of thy perjury : 
Here, give her this ; Perseda now is free, 
And all my former "love is turn'd to hate. 

]RASTUS. 
Ah ! stay, my sweet Pcrseda ; hear me speak. 
PERSEDA. 
What are thy words, but Siren's guileful songs, 
That please the ear, but seek to spoil the heart. 

ERASTUS. 
Then view my tears, that plead for innocence. 

What are thy tears, but Circe's magic seas, 
"Where none 'scape wreck'd but blindfold mariners 
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nte GUELPO ad JULO, wt PISTON. 

GUELPIO. 

How now, Erastus ? wherein may we pleasure 
thee ? 

ERASTUS. 

Sirs, thus it is: we must in mummery 
Unto Lucina, neither for love nor hate ; 
But, if we can, to win the chain she wears : 
For, though I have some interest therein, 
Fortune may make me master of mine own, 
Bather than I'll seek justice 'gainst the dame. 
But this assure yourselves, it must be mine, 
By game or change, by one device or other : 
The rest I'll tell you, when our sport is done. 

JULIO. 

Why, then, let's make us ready, and about it. 

ERASTUS. 

What store of crowns have you brought 

GUELPIO. 

Fear not for money, man, I'll bear the box ! 

I have some little relay, 1 if need require. 

[Old copy, reTty.] 
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PISTON. 
But is there no reward for my fae dice 

ERASTUS. 
Yes, sir, a guarded suit from top to toe. 

Enfer FERDINANDO. 
Dazzle mine eyes, or is't Lucina's chain ?- 
False treacher, lay down the chain that thou hast 
stolen. 
ERASTUS. 
He ]ew,]]y ties that ca]Is me treacherous. 

FERDINAN'DO. 
That lie my weapon shall put down thy throat. 

JULI, . 
Fly, Erastus, ere the governor have any news, 
Whose near ally he was and chief delight. 

ERASTUS. 

.Nay, gentlemen, fly you and save yourselves, 
Lest you partake the hardness of my fortune. 
[Exeunt GUELPIO and JULIO. 
Ah, fickle and blind gafidress of the world ! 
What plea.sure hast thou in my misery ? 
Was't not enough, when I had lost the chain, 
Thou didst bereave me of nay dearest love ; 
But now, when I should repossess the same, 
To cross me with this hapless accident  
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Ah, if but time and place would give me leave, 
Great ease it were for me to purge myself, 
And to accuse fell Fortune, Love, and Death ; 
For all these three conspire my tragedy : 
:But danger waits upon my words and steps. 
] dare not stay ; for if the governor 
Surprise me here, ] die by martial law, 
Therefore I go : but whither shall I go ? 
If into any stay adjoining Rhodes, 
They will betray me to Philippo's hands, 
For love, or gain, or flattery. 
To Turkey must I go ; the passage short, 
The people warlike, and the king renown'd, 
For all heroical and kingly virtues. 
Ah, hard attempt, to tempt a foe for aid ! 
Necessity yet says it must be so, 
Or suffer death for Ferdinando's death ; 
"Whom honour's title forc'd me to misdo, 
By checking his outrageous insolence.-- 
Piston, here take this chain, and give it 
Perseda ; 
And let her know what hath befallen me : 
When thou'st deliver'd it, take ship and f, Jll.w 
me, 
I will be in Constantinople.w 
Farewell, my country, dearer than my life ; 
Farewell, dear friends, dearer than country soil ; 
Farewell, Perseda, dearest of them all, 
Dearer to me than all the world besides. 
[Exit ERASTUS. 

PISTON. 

Now am I growing into a doubtful agony, 
What I were best to do--to run away with this 
chain, 
Or dehver it and follow my master ? 
VOL. V. U 
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But whilst I stand and weep, and spend the time 
In fruitless plaints, the murd'rer will escape 
Without revenge, sole salve for such a sore-- 
Say, villain, wherefore didst thou rifle him  

ISTON. 

'Faith, sir, for pure good-will. 
Seeing he was going towards heaven, 
I thought to see if he had a passport to Saint 
:Nicholas. or no. 

ItILIPP0. 

Some sot he seems to be, 'twere pity to hurt hinL 
[Aside. 
Sirrah, canst thou tell who slew this man  

PISTON. 

Ay, sir, very well ; it was my master Erastus: 

PHILIPPO. 

Thy master ? and whither is he gone now ? 

ISTON. 

To fetch the sexton to bury him, I think. 

PHILIPPO. 

'Twere pity to imprison such a sot. 

I)ISTON. 

l%w it fits my wisdom to counterfeit the fool. 
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PERSEDA. 
How so ? 
PISTON. 
After we had got the chain in mummery, 
And lost our box in counter-cambio, 
My master wore the chain about his neck ; 
Then Ferdinando met us on the way, 
And revird my master, saying he stole the chain : 
With that they drew, and there Ferdinando had 
the prickado. 
PERSEDA. 
And whither fled my poor Erastus then ? 

PISTON. 

To Constantinolde, whither I must follow him.-- 
But ere he went, with many sighs and tears 
He deliver'd me the chain, and bad me give it 
For perfect argument that he was true, 
And you too credulous. 

PERSEDA. 
Ah, stay no more, 
For I can hear no more. 

PISTON. 
And I can sing no more. 

PERSEDA. 

My heart had arm'd my tongue with injury, 
To wrong my friend, whose thoughts were ever 
true. 
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Ah, poor Erastus ! how thy stars malign ! 
Thou great commander of the swift-wing'd win,Is 
And dreadful Iqeptune, bring him back again : 
But, 2Eolus and Neptune, let hin go ; 
For here is nothing but revenge and death : 
Then, let him go ; I'll shortly follow him, 
Now with slow sails, but with love's golden 
wings : 
3Iy ship shall be borne with tears, and blown with 
sighs ; 
So will I soar about the Turkish land, 
Until I meet Erastus, my sweet friend : 
And then and there fall down amid his arms, 
And in his bosom there pour forth my soul, 
For satisfaction of my trespass past. 

'nter BASILISCO armed. 

BASILISCO. 

Fair 10,ve, according mto thy command, 
I seek Erastus, and will combat him. 

IERSEDA. 

Ay, seek him, find him, bring him to my sight ; 
For till we meet, my heart shall want delight. 
[lxit PERSEDA. 

BASILISCO. 

My pretty fello, where ht thou hid thy master 

ISTON. 

Iarry, sir, in an armourer's shop, 
Where you had not best go to him. 
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ASILISCO. 

Is this little desperate fellow gone ? 
Doubtless, he is a very tall fellow ; 
And yet it were a disgrace to all my chivalry 
To combat one so base : 
I'll send some crane to combat with the pigny ; 
.Not that I fear, but that I scorn to fight. 
[Exit BASILISCo. 

Enter CHORUS. 

LOVE. 

Fortune, thou madest Ferdinando find the chain : 
But yet by Love's instruction he was taught 
To make a present of it to his mistress. 

FORTUNE. 

But Fortune would not let her keep it long. 

LOVE. 

Nay, rather, Love, hy whose suggested power 
Erastus us'd such dice as, being false, 
tlan not by Fortune, but necessity. 

FORTU 

Meantime, I brought Ferdinando on the way, 
To see and challenge what Lucina lost. 

And by that challenge I abridd his life, 
And forc'd Erastus into banishment, 
Parting him from his love, in spite of Love. 
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:BRUSOR. 

He hath, my lord, with the greatest pomp, 
That e'er I saw at such a festival- 

SOLIMAN. 

What, greater than at our coronation 

]RUSOR. 

Inferior to that only. 

SOLIMAN. 

At tilt who won the honour of the day ? 

:BRUSOR. 

A worthy "knight of Rhodes, a matchless matt, 
His name Erastus, not twenty years of age, 
Not tall, but well-proportion'd in his limbs : 
I never saw, except your excellence, 
A man whose presence more delighted me ; 
And, had he worshipp'd hlahomet for Christ, 
He might have borne me thoroughout all the world, 
So well I lov'd and honoured the man. 

SOLIMAN'. 

These praises, Brusor, touch me to the heart, 
And make me wish that I had been at Rhodes 
Under the habit of some errant knight, 
Both to have seen and tried his valour. 

:BRUSOR. 

You should have seen him foil and overthrow 
All the kmights that there encountered him. 
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OLIMAN. 

Whate'er he be, ev'n for his virtue's sake, 
I wish that fortune of our holy wars 
Would yield him prisoner unto Soliman, 
That for retaining one so 4rtuous 
We may ourselves be fam'd for virtues. 
But let him pass; and, Brusor, tell me now, 
How did the Christians use our knights ? 

BRUSOR. 

As if that we and they had been one sect, 

OLIMAN. 

What tlfink'st thou of their valour and demeanour 

BRUSOR, 

Brave men at arms, and friendly out of arms ; 
Courteous in peace, in battle dangerous ; 
Kind to their foes, and liberal to their friends ; 
And, all in all, their deeds heroical 

OLI]H2k. 

Then tell me, Brusor, how is Rhodes fenced 
For either Rhodes shall be brave Soliman's, 
Or cost me more brave soldiers 
Than all that isle will bear. 

]RUSOR. 

Their fleet is weak ; 
Their horse, I deem them fifty thousand strong ; 
Their footmen more, well exercised in war ; 
And, as it seems, they want no needful victual. 
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PERSEDA. 
For what was he but comfort of my life ! 
But why was I so careful of the chain ? 
But why was I so careless of the chain ! 
Had I not llJst it. my friend had not been slain. 
PERSEDA. 
Had I not ask'd it, my friend had not departed : 
His parting is my death. 
Luc. 
His death's my life's departing; 
Aud here my tongue doth stay with swoll'n heart's 
grief. 
PERSEDA. 
And here my swoll'n heart's rief doth stay my 
t,mgue. 
B.LSLLSCO. 
For whom weep you . 
LUC/NA. 
Ah, for Ferdinaudo's dying. 
ASLSCO. 
For whom mourn you ? 
PERSEDA. 
Ah, fi_w Erastus' flying. 
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3[y heart is overwhelm'd with thousand woes, 
And melancholy leads my soul in trimnph ; 
No marvel, then, if I have little mind 
Of rich embroidery or costly ornaments : 
Of honour's titles, or of wealth, or gain : 
Of music, viands, or of dainty dames. 
No, no ; my hope full long ago was lost, 
And Rhodes itself is lost, or else destroy'd : 
If not destroy'd, yet bound and captivate ; 
If captivate, then forc'd from holy ihith ; 
If forc'd from faith, for ever miserable : 
For what is misery but want of God . 
And God is lost, if faith be overthrown. 
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.Enter SOLIIAX. 

SOLIM.N. 

Why, how now, Erastus, always in thy dumps! 
Still in black habit, fitting funeral  
Cannot my love persuade thee from this mood, 
Nor all my fair entreats and blandishments $ 
Wert thou my friend, thy mind would jump with 
mine ; 
For what are friends, tut one mind in two bodies ! 
Perhaps thou doubt'st my Ii'iendship's constancy; 
Then dost thou wroug the measure of my love, 
Which hath no measure, and shall never end. 
Come, Erastus, sit thee down by me, 
And I'll impart to thee our Brusor's news; 
News to our honour and to thy content : 
The governor is slain, that sought thy death. 

ERASTUS. 

A worthy man, though not Erastus' friend. 
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Quick laml,like eyes, like heav'n's two brightest 
orbs ; 
Lips of pure coral, breathing and,rosy ; 
{'heek% where the rose and lily are in combat ; 
Neck, hitcr than the snoT Apenines, 
Breasts, like two overflowing fimntains, 
'Twixt whi.h a vale leads to th' Elysian shades. 
Where mder covert lies the fount of pleasure, 
Which thoughts may guess, but tongue must 
protb.ne ; 
A sweeter creature nature never made : 
l,ove never tainted S-liman till now. 
Now, fair virgin, let nm hear thee Sl,vak. 

ERSEDA. 
What can my tongue utter lint et" and death 

OLIM AN. 
The sound is honey, but the sense is gall : 
Then, sweeting, bless me with a cheerful h,ok. 

PERSEDA. 
]|.w can mine eyes dart forth a pleasant look, 
When they are st-pp'd with floods of flowing tears 

OLIMAN. 

if t(ngue with grief, and eyes with tears 1)e fill'd. 
Say, virgin, how doeth thy heart admit 
The pure affection of great Soliman ? 

PERSEDA. 
]Iy thoughts are like pillars of adamant, 
Tvo hard to take a new impression. 
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And I myself, that govern many kings, 
Entreat a pardon for my rash misdeed. 

IERSEDA. 

:Now Soliman wrongs his imperial state ; 
But if thou love me, aml have hope to win, 
Grant me one boon that I shall crave of thee. 

SOLIMAN. 

Whate'er it be, Perseda, I grant it thee. 

:PERSEDA. 

Then let me live a Christian virgin still, 
Unless my state shall alter by my will. 

SOLIMAN. 

My word is past, and I recall my passions : 
What should he do with crowns and empery, 
That cannot govern private, fond affections ' 
Yet give me leave in honest sort to court thee, 
To ese, though not to cure, my malady ! 
Come, sit thee down upon my right hand here; 
This seat I keep void ibr another friend.- 
Go, Janissaries, call in your governor ; 
So shall I joy between two captive friends, 
And yet myself be captive to them both, 
If friendship's yoke were not at liberty :- 
See where he comes, my other best-beloved 

Fnter ERASTUS. 

PERSEDA. 

My sweet and best-beloved ! 
VOL V. 

Y 
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ERASTUS. 
My sweet and best-beloved ! 
PERSEDA. 
For thee, my dear Erastus, have I liv'd. 
ERASTUS. 
And I for thee, or else I had not liv'd. 
SOLIMAN. 
What words in affection do I see ? 
ERASTUS. 
Ah, pardon me, great Soliman ; for this is she 
For whom I nmurn'd more than for all Ihodes, 
And from whose absence I derived my s,rrow. 
PERSEDA. 
An,l I,ardon me, my lord : for this is he 
For whom I thwarted Soliman's entreats, 
And for whose exile I lamented thus. 
ERASTUS. 
Ev'n from my chil,lhood have I tender'd thee ; 
Witness the heavens of my unfeigned love. 
OLI.LAN. 
By this one accident I well perceive, 
That heav'ns and hev'nly powers do manage love. 
I love them both, I know not which the better : 
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ERASTUS. 

My gracious lord, when Erastus doth forget 
This favour, then let him live abandoned and 
lorn. 

ERSEDA. 

Nor will Perseda slack ev'n in her prayers ; 
But still solicit (;od for Sohman, 
Whose mind hath prov'd so good and gracious. 
[Exeunt. 

."OLIMAN. 

Farewell, Erastus: Perseda, farewell too ! 
Methinks, I should not part with two such friends, 
The one so renowned for arms and courtesy, 
The other so adorned with gTace and modesty : 
Yet of the two Perseda moves me most, 
Ay, and so moves me, that I now repent, 
That e'er I gave away my heart's desire ; 
What was it but abuse oZ" folune's gift ? 
And therefore fortune now will be reveng'd ; 
What was it but abuse of love's command ? 
And therefore mighty love will be revend. 
Heav'ns, love, and fortune, all three have decreed, 
That I shall love her still, and lack her still : 
Like ever-thirsting, wretched Tantalus. 
Foolish Soliman, why did I strive 
To do him kinduess, and undo myself ? 
Vell-govern'd friends do first regard themselves. 

BRUSOR. 

Ay, now occasion serves to stumble him, 
That thrust his sickle in my harvest-corn. [AsiJe. 
Pleaseth your majesty to hear Brusor speak ? 
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Alas ! the Christians are but very shallow 
In giving judgment of a man at armsw 
A man of my desert and excellence : 
The Tur -ks, whom they account for barbarous, 
Iaving foreheard of Basilisco's worth, 
A number underprop me wth their shoulders, 
And in procession bear me to the church, 
As I had been a second Mahomet. 
I, fearing they would adore me for a go, l, 
Wisely inform'd them that I was but man, 
Although in time, perhaps, I might aspire 
To purchase godhead, as did Hercules ; 
I mean, by doing wondem in the world. 
Amidst their church they bound me to a pillar, 
And to make trial of my valiancy, 
They lopp'd a collop off my tenderest member ; 
But think you Basilisco squich'd  for that  
E"n as a cow for tickling in the horn ! 
That done, they set me on a milkwhite ass, 
Compassing me with goodly ceremonies. 
That day, methought I sat in Pompey's chair, 
And view'd the capitol, and was Rome's greatest 
glory. 

'nter PISTON. 

PISTON. 

I would my master had left 
Some other to be his agent here : 
'Faith, I am weary of the office already 
What, signor Tremomundo, 
That rid a piloTimage to beg cake-bread 

 [In the last edition of lares, the present passage is cited 
for this rare word. The sense is obviously winced.] 
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]ASILISCO. 

Why, saw'st thou not how Cupid, god of love, 
Not daring look me in the martial face, 
('ame like a coward, stealing after me, 
An,l with his pointed dart prick'd my posteriors 

PISTON. 
Then hear my opinion concerning that point : 
The lmlies of Rhodes, hearing that you have lost 
A capital part of your lady-ware, 
Have made their petition to Cupid 
To plague you above all other, 
As one prejudicial to their muliebrity. 
Now, sir, Cupid seeing you already hurt bef(Jre, 
Thinks it a greater punishment to hurt you behind - 
Therefore I would wish you to have an eye to the 
back-door. 
BASILISCO. 
')oth, thou say'st, I must be fenc'd behind : 
l'll hang my target there. 

PISTON. 
Indeed, that will serve to bear off some blow.-_', 
When you run away in a fray. 

ASILISCO. 

Sirrah, sirrah, what art thou, 
That thus encroachest upon my familiarity 
Without special admittance ? 

PISTON. 
Why, do you not know me ? I am Erastus' mau. 
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PERSEDA. 

And thanks to gracious heav'ns, that so 
Brought ,Soliman from worse to better ; 
For though I never told it thee till now, 
His heart was purpos'd once to do thee wrong. 

]RASTUS. 

Ay, that was before he knew thee to be mine ; 
But now, Perseda, let's fiwget old griet, 
And let our studies wholly be employ'd 
To work each otltes bliss and heart's delight. 

PERSEDA. 

()ur present joys will be so nmch the greater, 
When as we call to mind forepassed griefs : 
So sings the mariner upon the shore, 
When he hath pass'd the dangerous time of storms ; 
But if my love will have old griefs forgot, 
They shall lay buried in Perseda's breast. 

.Etler ]RUSOR and LUCINA. 

ERASTUS. 

Welcome, lord Brusor. 

IERSEDA. 

And Lucina too. 

BRUSOR. 

Thanks, lord governor. 

LUCINA. 

And thanks to you, madam. 
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Although his age did plead for innocence, 
Was sooner tumbled from the fatal tower, 
Than are those perjur'd wicked witnesses. 
[ Tlen t]e. are both tu&led down. 
V-hy, now Erastus' ghost is satisfied : 
Ay, but yet the wicked judge survives, 
By whom Erastus was condemned to die. 
Brusor, as thou lov'st me, stab too the  Marshal, 
Lest he detect us unto the world, 
By making knon our bloody practices ; 
And then will thou and I hoist sail to Rhodes, 
Where thy Lucina and my Perseda lives. 

]RUSOR. 

I will, my lord. Lord lIarshal, it is his lfighnesd 
pleasure, 
That you commend him to Erastus' soul. 
[ Tlten he kills the [ARSHAL. 

SOLIMAN. 

Here ends my dear Erastus' tragedy, 
And now begins my pleasant comedy; 
]3ut if Perseda understand these news, 
(}tr scene will prove but tragicomical. 

]RUSOR. 
Fear not, my lord, Lucina plays her part, 
.knd wooes apace h Soliman's behalf. 

0LIMAN. 
Then, Brusor, come ; and with some few men 
Let's sail to Rhodes with all convenient speed : 

[Old copy, in the.] 
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Lucm 
A matter not unlikely : but how chance[th], 
Your Tur -kish bonnet is not on your head 

BASILISCO. 

Because I now am Christian again, 
And that by natural means ; for, as 
The old canon says very prettily, 
AThil eft tam naturale, uod to modo colllgabra est, 
And so forth : so I became a Turk to follow her : 
To follow her, am now return'd a Clu'istian. 

Fnter IOISTON. 

IISTON. 

0 lady and mistress, weep and lament, 
And wring your hands ; for my master 
Is condemn'd and executed. 

LUCINA. 

Be patient, sweet Perseda ; the fool but jests. 

PERSEDA. 

Ah no ; my nightly dreams foretold me this, 
Which, foolish woman ! fondly I neglected. 
But say, 'hat death died my poor Erastus  

IISTON. 

Nay, God be prais'd, his death was reasonable ; 
tie vaz but strangled. 
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For yet Perseda lives for Soliman.-- 
Drum, sound a parley. Were it not for her 
I would sack the town, ere I would sound a parley. 
[The drum sounds a parley. PERSEDA comes 
Ton t]te walls in man's apparel. BASI- 
LISCO and PISTON [also] uloon t]te walls. 
PERSEDA. 
At whose entreaty is this parley sounded ? 
SOLIMAN. 
At our entreaty ; therefore yield the town. 
PERSEDA. 
Why, what art thou, that boldly bidd'st me yield ? 
SOLIMAN. 
Great Soliman, lord of all the world. 
PERSEDA. 
Thou art not lord of all : :Rhodes is not thine. 
SOLIMAM. 
It was and shall be, mauve who says no. 
PERS 
I, that say no, will never see it thine. 
SOLI,AN. 
Why, wh.t art thou, that dar'st resist my force  
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Ah, Perseda ! how shall I mourn for thee ? 
Fair-springing rose, ill-pluek'd before thy time ! 
Ah, heav'ns ! that hitherto have smil'd on me, 
Why do you unkindly low'r on Soliman ? 
Ttm loss of tmlf my realms, nay, crown's decay, 
Could not have prick'd so near unto my heart, 
As doth the loss of my Perseda's life. 
And with her life I likewise lo my love 
And with her love nay heart's felicity : 
Ev'n for Erastus' death the heav'ns have plagued 
me ; 
Ah, no, the heav'ns did never more accurse 
Than when they made me butcher of my love. 
Yet justly how can I condemn myself, 
When Brusor lives that was the cause of all 
Come, Brusor, help to lift her body up : 
Is she not fair ? 

RUSOR. 

Ev'n in the hour of death. 

SOLIMAN. 
\Vas she not constant 

RUSOR. 
As firm as are the poles whereon heav'n lies 
SOLIMAN. 
Was she not chaste ? 

BRUSOI 
As is Pandora's or Diana's thoughts. 
OL. V 

OA 
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CAPTAIN. 
It is, my lord, and stoops to Soliman. 

OLIMA2q. 

Yet that allays the fury of my pain, 
Before I die, for doubtless die I must. 
Ay, fates, injurious fates have so decreed : 
For now I feel the poison 'gins to work, 
And I am weak, ev'n to the very death ; 
Yet something more contentedly I die, 
For that my death was wrought by her device 
Who, living, was my joy, whose death my woe. 
Ah, Janissaries ! now dies your emperor, 
Before his age hath seen his mellow'd years ; 
And, if you ever lov'd your emperor, 
Affright me not with sorrows and laments : 
And, when my soul from body shall depart, 
Trouble me not; but let me pass in peace, 
Aud in your silence let your love be sh,.,wn. 
My last request, for I command no more, 
Is that my body with Perseda's be 
Interr'd, where my Erastus lies entomb'd, 
.d let one epitaph contain us all. 
Ah ! now I feel the paper tohl me true ; 
The poison is dispers'd through ev'ry vein, 
And boils, like zEtna, in my trying guts. 
Forgive me, dear Erastus, my unkindness : 
I have reverted thy death with many deaths : 
And, sweet Perseda, fly not Soliman, 
When as my ghding ghost shall follow thee 
With eager mood thorough eternal night,. 
And now pale death sits on my panting soul, 
And with revenging ire doth tyrannise, 
And says : for Soliman's too much amiss 
This day shall be the period of my bhss. 
[Then SOLIIAN dies, and they carr lira forth 
with silence. Exeunt omnes. 
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DEATH. 

By wasting all I conquer all the world : 
And now, to end our difference at last, 
In this last act note but the deeds of Death. 
Where is Erastus now, but in nay triumph ? 
Where are the murtherers, but in my triumph ? 
Where's judge and witness, but in my triumph ? 
Where's false Lucina, but in my triumph| 
Where's fair Perseda, but in my triumph ? 
Where's Basilisco, but in my triumph l 
Where's faithful Piston, hut in my triumph ? 
Where's valiant Brusor, but in nay triumph  
And where's great Soliman, but in nay triumph 
Their loves and fortune ended with their lives, 
And they must wait upon the car of death. 
Pack, Love and Fortune ! play in comedies : 
For powerful Death best fitteth tragedies. 

LOVE. 
I go, yet Love shall never yield to Death. 
[Exit Lv J.:. 
DEATh. 
But Fortune shall ; for when I waste the worhl, 
Then times' and kingdoms' fortunes shall decay. 

FORTUNE. 
Meantime will Fortune govern, as she may. 
[Exit FORTUNE. 
Ay, now will Death, in his most haughty pride. 
Fetch his imperial car from deepest hell, 
And ride in triumph through the wicked world ; 
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Sparing none but sacred Cynthia's friend, 1 
SVhom death did fear, before her life began : 
For holy fates have grav'n it in their tables, 
That Death shall die, ff he attempt her end, 
Vhose life is heav'n's delight, and Cynthia's friend. 
[Exit. 

[Queen Elizabeth.] 
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Brethren, brethren, it were better to have this 
community, 
Than to have this difference in d%orees : 
The landlord his rent, the lawyer his fees. 
So quickly the poor man's substance is spent, 
But merrily with the world it went, 
When men ate berries of the hawthorn-tree : 
And thou help me, I'll help thee : 
There was no place for surgery, 
And old men knew not usury. 
Now 'tis come to a woful pass, 
The widow, that hath but a pan of brass, 
And scarce a house to hide her head ; 
Sometimes no penny to buy her bread, 
.Must pay her landlord many a groat, 
Or 'twill be pulled out of her throat. 
Brethren mine, so might I thrive, 
As I wish not to be alive, 
To see such dealings with extremity, 
The rich have all, the poor live in misery : 
But follow the counsel of John Ball. 
I promise you, I love ye all ; 
And make division equally 
 f each man's goods indifferently, 
And rightly may you follow arms 
To rid you from these civil harms. 
J. S. Well said, parson, so may it be, 
As we purpose to prefer thee : 
Ve will have all the rich men displaced, 
And all the bravery of them defaced ; 
And as rightly as I am Jack Straw, 
In spite of all the men of law, 
Make thee Archbishop of Canterbury 
And Chancellor of England, or I'll die. 
How sayest thou, Wat, shall it be so ? 
r. T. Ay, Jack Straw, or else I'll bide many 
a foul blow. 
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It shall be no other but he, 
That thus favours the commonalty. 
Stay we no longer prating here, 
But let us roundly to this gear. 
'Tis more than time that we were gone, 
Ve'll be lords, my masters, every one. 
T. hi. And I, my masters, will make one, 
To fight when" all our foes be gone ; 
Well shall they see, before we'll lack, 
We'll stuff the gallows till it crack. 
J. S. I hope we shall have men enou', 
To aid us herein, Wat ; how thinkest thou ? 
PAR. Tag and rag, thou needst not doubt. 
W. T. :But who shall be captain of the rout ? 
PAR. That shall you two, for all our Kentish 
men. 
J. S. Fellow-captain, welcome, let's about it. 
W. T. Agreed, fellow-captain ; to Lon&n. 
[Exeunt all but Vobbs. 
XO:BS. Here's even work towards for the hang- 
man : did you ever see such a crew. 
After so bad a beginning, what's like to ensue ? 
Faith, even the common reward for rebels, Swingle- 
donl. 
Swangledom, you know as well as I. 
But what care they ? ye hear them say they owe 
God a death, and they can but [lie. 
'Tis dishonour for such as they to (lie in their bed, 
And credit to caper under the gallows, all save the 
liead ; 
And yet, by my fay, the beginning of this riot 
May chance cost many a man's life, before all be at 
quiet : 
And i' faith I'll be amongst them, as forward as 
the best, 
And if ought fall out but well, I shall sldft amongst 
the rest, 



36 JACK STRAW 

Unnaturally seek wreak on  their lord, 
Their true, anointed prince, their lawful king ; 
So dare tiffs blind, unshamefae'd multitude 
Lay violent hands, they wot not why nor where : 
But be thou still, as best beeometh thee, 
To stand in quarrel with thy natural liege, 
The sun may sometimes be eelips'd with clouds, 
But hardly may the twinkling stars obscure, 
l)r put him out, of whom they borrow light. 
[eunt. 

Enter JACK STRAV, WAT TYLER, HOB CARTER, 
TOM hhLLER, and NoBs. 

J. S. Ay, marry, Wat, this is another matter; 
methinks the world is changed of late, 
Who wouhl live like a beggar, and may be in this 
estate  
W. T. We are here four captains just, Jack 
Straw, Wat Tyler, H,b Carter, and Tom hIiller: 
earch me all England, and find tbur such captains, 
and by Gog's blood, I'll be hanged. 
NOBS. So you will be nevertheless, I stand in 
great doubt. [Aside. 
H.C. Captain Straw and Captain Tylcr, I think 
I have brought a company of Essex men 
my train, 
That will never yield, but "kill, or else be shdn. 
T. hi. And for a little captain I have the advan- 
tage of you all, 
For while you are fighting, I can creep into a qua 
pot, I am so small. 
Nogs. But, masters, what answer made Sir John 
Morton at Rochester ? 

[Old copy, upon.] 
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That threaten wrack unto this wretched land : 
Ay me, affrights my woman's 'mazed mind, 
Burdens my heart, and interrupts nay sleep, 
That now, unless some better tidings come 
Unto my son, their true anointed king, 
3Iy heavy heart, I fear, will break in twain, 
Surcharged  ith a heavy load of thoughts. 
E. OF S. Malam, your grace's care in this I 
much commend, 
For, though your son, my lord the king, be young. 
Yet he will see so well unto himself, 
That he will make the proudest rebel know 
What 'tis to move or to displease a king ; 
And though his looks bewray such lenity,  
Yet at advantage he can use extremity : 
Your grace may call to mind that, being a 
king, 
He will not put up any injury, 
Epecially of base and common men, 
Which arc not worthy but with reverence 
To look into the princely state of kings. 
A king sometimes will make a show of courtesy. 
Only to fit a following policy : 
And it may be the king determines so, 
That he will try, before he trust, a foe. 
UshEr,. Tlue, madam ; for your grace's son the 
King 
Is so well ruled by divers of his peers, 
As that I think the proudest foe he hath 
Shall find more work than he will take in hand, 
That seeks the downfal of his Majesty. 
I hope the Council are too wise for that, 
To suffer rebels in aspiring pride, 
That purpose treason to the prince and state. 
In good time see where m3 lord the king 

z [Softnee or gentlenee.] 
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These people are not to be talk'd withal, 
Much less with reason to be ordered, 
That so unorderly, with shrieks 1 and cries, 
Make show as though they would invade us all. 
I have not heard, nor read of any king, 
So ungently of his people entertained. 
[Exeunt KING and hi train, saee -EWTON 
and PENCER. 
PEN. Sir John, what was the cause the king 
returned so soon, 
And with such haste so quickly to,-,k the shore ? 
.NEw. Bargeman, the -king had reason fr the 
sanle, 
I warrant thee he was not ill-advised. 
SPEN. I think he meant to have commenee,I 
some talk 
With that unruly crew. 
NEW. tie meant so, indeed, Spencer ; but you 
heard how it fell out ? 
SPEN. Not w.ll ; I held my stern so hard. 
NEW. 'Twas thus ; the king aml all his compan) 
Being rowed with oars so far as Greenwich town. 
I t ws a world to see what troops of men, 
Like bees that swarm about the honeyhive, 
"Gan strew the gravel gr,und md sandy plain. 
That filled the air with cries and fearful noise ; 
And from the water did an echo rise, 
That pierced the ears of our renowned "king : 
A ffirighting so his heart with strong conceit 
Of some unhappy, grievous stratagem, 
That (trust me) with my ears 1 heard him say. 
He thought they would have all, like spaniels, 
Ta'en water desp'rately, and boarded him. 
So did they all i-fare like frantic men, 
That time he thought to spe,-d away apace, 

[Old copy, strike.] 
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To bear the mind in this afflicted tine, 
As other kings and lords hath done before, 
Armed with sufferance and magnanimity : 
The one to make you resolute tbr chance, 
The otller forward in your resolution. 
The greatest wrong this rout hath done your grace, 
Amon.@t a many otller wicked parts, 
Is in frighting your worthy lady mother, 
Ma -king tbul slaughter of your noblemen, 
Rurning up books and matters of records, 
Defacing houses of hostelity :x 
Saint John's in Smithfield, the Savoy, and such 
like, 
And beating down, hke wolves, the better sort. 
The greatest wrong in my opinion is, 
That in llonour doth your person touch, 
I mean they call your majesty to parle)', 
And overbear you with a multitude, 
As if you were a vassal, not a king. 
t  wretched minds of vile and barbarous men, 
For whom the heavens have secret wreak in store. 
lut, my 1,rd (with reverece and with pardon 
too), 
lqay comes )our grace into Smithfield near tho 
crew, 
Unarm'd and guarded with so small a train  
I If clemency may win their raging minds 
To civil order, I'll approve it first. 
They shall perceive I come in quiet wise, 
Accompanied with the Lord Mayor here alone, 
l:esides our guard that doth attend on us. 
L. IAYOR. May it please your grace 
That I shall raise the streets, to guard your ma- 
jesty 
Through Smithfield as you walk ] 

[Old copy, hostillitie.] 
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KING. No, Lord Mayor, 'twill make them more 
outrageous, 
And be a mean to shed a world of blood : 
I more account the blood of Englishmen than so. 
But this is the place I have appointed them 
To hear them speak, and have adventured 
To come among this foul, unruly crew. 
And lo, my lord, see where the people comes ! 

Enter JACK STRAW, "tVAT TYLER, Toi MILLER, 
PARSON ]ALL, and Ho] CARTER. 
J. S. My masters, this is the king, come away, 
'Tis he that we would speak withal. 
KING. Newton, desire that one may speak fi)r 
all, 
To tell the sum of their demand at full. 
NEW. ]Iy masters, you that are th' especial 
nle.[l 
His majesty requires you all by me, 
That one may speak and tell him your demand ; 
And gently here he lets you know by me, 
He is resolved to hear him all at large. 
KING. Ay, good my friends, 1 pray you heartil), 
Tell us your minds as mildly as you can ; 
And we will answer you so well to all, 
As you shall not mislike in anything. 
J. S. "We come to revenge your officer's ill- 
demeanour, 
And though we have killed lfim for his knavery, 
Now we be gotten together, we will have wealth 
and liberty. JUry all: |l'ealth and libert,./, t 
KG. It is enough ; believe me, if you will ; 
For as I am your true-succeediug prince, 
I swear by all the honour of my crown, 
You shall have liberty and pardon all, 
As God hath given it and your lawful king. 
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T. M. Well, if we shall be hanged, it is but a 
f, lly to be sorD', 
But go to it with a good stomach. 
Riddle me  riddle, what's this, 
I shall be hanged, I shall not be hanged. 
[ Ilere he tries it with a staff.  

Enter LADY-:MOTHER and GENTLEMAN 
useen by IILLER. 
QUEEN. What doth that fellow ? 
USHER. It seemeth, madam, he disputeth with 
himself 
Whether he shall be hanged or no. 
(UEEN. Ala, poor soul! simple enough, 
wot ! 
And yet not so simple as a great many of his com- 
pany. 
UStiER. If it be, as we are lt to understand, 
hly lord the king hath given them gneral I,ardon. 
UgEN. So he hath, and they, like honest men. 
are gone homeward, or at least the most part of 
them, but worst  iu mine opinion is their hal,s, 
that tar D" longest. 
T. M. (seeing them). But peace, here is the king's 
mother ; she can do much with the "king. I'll treat 
her to beg my pard.n of the king wisely. I'll go 
to her. Humbly unto your worships, a poor cap- 
tain, Thomas Miller, requesting your favoural,le 
bequest, touching the permission of destray, to- 
wards the said Captain Miller, which in blunt and 
flat terms is nominated, Sursum cordum, alias dirtus 
hangum meum, from which place of torment God 

 [The divining rod. 
Britain," iii. 286.] 
-" [Old copy, woru.l 

See "Popular Antiquities of Gr. 
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When thread of life is almost fret in twain, 
To give it strength breeds thanks and wonder too. 
]\IAYOR. So many as are ta'en within the city 
Are fast in hold, to know your grace's will. 
KING. There is but one or tw5 in all the rout, 
Whom we would have to die for this offence, 
Especially that by name are noted men. 
One is a naughty and seditious priest; 
They call him Ball, as we are let to know, 
A person m,Jre notorious than the rest. 
But this I do refer to your dispose. 
:N. Pleaseth your grace, they have been ri(l  
apace, 
,Such special men as we could possibly fiud, 
And many of the common rout among ; 
And yet survives this Ball, that cursed priest, 
And one War Tyler, leader of the rest ; 
Whose villanies and outrageous cruelties 
Have been so barbarously executed : 
The one with malice of his traitorous taunts, 
The other with the violence of his hands, 
That gentle ruth nor mercy hath no ears 
To hear them speak, much less to pardon them. 
KIN(}. It is enough ; I understand your miuds ; 
And well I wot, in causes such as these, 
Kings may be found too full of clemency. 
But who are those that enter in this place ? 

Enter some of the Iebels, led to execution. 
'EW. Pleaseth it your grace, these be the men 
"Vhom law hath worthily condemn'd to die, 
Going to the place of execution. 
The foremost is that Ball, and next to lfim 
War Tyler, obstinate rebels both ; 

[Pursued.] 
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'Tis for the fame and honour of a prince 
Well to reward the actors of the same. 
S,) many of thy brethren as a'companied thee, 
In Snithfi.d here about this bold attempt, 
When time shall serve, I'll knight them as thou 
art. 
And so Lord Mayor, Newton, Morton, and the 
rest, 
Accompany us to uard us to the tower. 
Where we'll rvpo.e, aud rest ourselves all nght. 

FI N I.'4. 



